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PREFACE. 



A Book of travels is no longer a book of marvels. There 
remains but small portions of terra incognita. Asia and tte 
Americas are pouring in their tributes to tbe ciiriosity of tbis 
locomotive age, Africa, oven, in tbe page of Cummings and 
others, peers from behind her veil of mystery, and the Arctics 
are melting their frigid bonds, to flow in tbe channels of literar 
t Tl ly meri^ reserved for a volume of travels is either 
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Constantinople, Geneva, and amid the Alps ; and observations 
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A BUCKEYE ABROAD. 



d&HEi: tjiE Ira ml "Mi h tBiiglnnii. 



WheD abroad Ihey 



NO one can contemplate a long aca voyage to distant lands 
without foreboding. To a native of the west, unaccustomed 
to the ocean, and only glancing at its terrors, through a dim and 
often distorted medium, a journey over its troublous bosom 
is trebly fearfal. Pluck up what courage he may, yet the heart 
will quail when the hour approaches, in which to sever connec- 
tion with the stable earth. Upon this merry May morning, as 
we are preparing to board our steamer, there is a sort of " fear- 
ful looking for" the terrors of the deep. This is entirely unne- 
cessary, at least for the first three hours. Yet I would not be 
deprived of this semi-melancholy and this semi-torror which 
enshroud the mind before a long sea voyage. Madame de Stael 
has remarked, very truthfully, that it is a great trial to leave 
1* 
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10 OVES TJIE ^EA AND JIAIL TO MNaLAND. 

one's country, when one must cross the sea. There is such so- 
lemnity in a pilgrimage, the first steps of which are on the 
ocean. It seems as if a gulf were opening behind you, and your 
return becoming impossible. How can it he otherwise to us 
western folk, whose visions have been circumscribed by hills and 
forests, i-ivers and plains 1 The round " dim inane" of the ocean 
horizon already, to the mind's eye, fills the imagination with 
the terror which springs from vagueness. In such a stretch of 
the sight, not only the eye, but thought even is lost. Sugges- 
tions, connate with those which the idea of death prompts, arise 
in the soul. 

And yet, for all these imaginary as well as real experiences 
of ill, what a compensation has the traveller, in the anticipation 
of standing npon the shores of the old world, with its scenes of 
renowned enchantment and heroic deeds, with its very dnst 
golden with historic memory 1 It is well to be shut out, as i£ by 
a wall of brass, from old and familiar things, to enjoy such hal- 
lowed and hallowing scenes. 

Severed from familiar objects by an abyss of water, more 
formidable than brass, it wUl be mine to transcribe the observa- 
tions and thoughts which these scenes inspire. 

The contrasts which a sea voyage present are not unworthy 
of some note, especially as we have not the opportunity, as yet, 
to tread in the path of antiquity — to gather moss from its ru- 
ined monuments and cmmbling towers — to forget the ordinary 
experienees of every-day life, and to wi'ap ourselves in the sha- 
dowy mantle of the past. 

"We left the dock at Jersey City upon a fine day. The snn 
shone mildly. A light breeze, which had not power to ourl a 
single snow-wreath, played in the harbor. All aboard. The 
deck was thronged with passengers and their friends to bid 
them " good bye," The boat is cleared of all save the passen^ 
gers, and we move out, how proudly, from our mooring. The 
crowd on the dock cheer us ; our guns answer with a quiver and 
a report. Away we dash— past tlie Battery and down the bay \ 
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A few tears from the ladies ' w f w I w f 1 dk 

chiefs, and New-York begins d w y h b Tli 

Battery becomes an indistin Ijfflg Tlf f 

masts becomes pencilled so fi m b m k li 

land soon fades into a blue sky 1 w fl 

For the first few hours tl f h f li 1 d h 

novel situation, afford agree bl m Th f i 

vers with a new-born deligh Th 1 w p 1 h a 

with a larger circuit and a b Id w ng Th Old Will 
ready looms up in the Bast a gl p m t th Ej f 

Hope ! 

Soon we hail a vessel, anl 1 t ff th p I t Th I ttl 1 t 
drops astern, amid the foam f w I. d th t 
throbs on its way. We hal t g i b f 1 

phenomena — singular at lea tt Eky T^PP d 

There was a something spouting salt water against the sky I It 
proved to be a tvhale — a live Jonah-swallowing king of the 
deep ! We lingered upon deck to watch the snn sink in splen- 
dor. The process of setting sail began, with the cheery songs 
and cries of the sailors. A west wind is coming along to add 
to our velocity and give exhilaration to our spirits. 

Exhilaration? If you could only have seen your new- 
fledged traveller, from that time forward up to the time when 
he first seized this pen, you would have found him a perfect em- 
bodiment oi inverted exhilaration. He began to experience all 
the seven-fold horror of the sea. Oh ! this rolling, rolling, 
straining, creaking, pitching, and tossing I all day- — all night. 
When will this voyage end ? He begins to count the hours, 
and measures them by groans. Bating ? Horrible ! All that 
he can do is to take down beef-tea, porridges and soups, and 
such other watery aliment, only fit for the spectre of Melancholy. 
Old Burton must have been upon the sea, when he wrote the 
couplet : 

"All othei- grisfe bo this ai'c jolly, 
Naught BO damned as MelacelioJ y." 
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12 OV£B THE SUA AST) MAIL TO ENGLAND. 

" Have any thing to-day, Sir," saye our excellent servant 
John ; — " No !" is the urLmannerly retort. Imprisonment in the 
meanest county jail, on bread and water, with whippings hourly, 
would be heaven to this. And then the idea of coming baet. I 
lay whole days thinking of it—wondering if there eould not be 
found some short-out over Bering's straits. No matter for bad 
roads and cold weather, so it is mother earth — give us Eakth, 
Zealand or Greenland. Only let this heaving instability cease. 
"Washington Irving never said a truer, yet in some respects a 
less true thing, than when he called the Ocean a blank page, 
separating two worlds. It may be blank ; but like the pages 
between the Old and New Testaments, it affords a resting-place 
for the mind, wherein to contemplate the wonders and majesty 
of the Creator. It affords, too, a space for the solemn records 
of " Deaths," and sometimes of " Bh'ths," of which latter, our 
good ship received an addition when three days out. But to 
my thinking, this page is written all along significantly. I do 
not mean to say that I have been gazing out into the ocean, 
drinking in its roar and its sublimity ; though I confess to 
drinking, va certain peculiar moments, divers quantities of the 
beverage it affords — slightly warmed. To come home to our 
subject, I have been a victim^ by no means a solitary one, to 
the god of the Trident. I will not say, that he has used me 
peculiarly unkind ; for daily, since my body assumed its per- 
pendicularity, have I seen others coming from their berths,— 
pictures of Spencer's Image of Despair, or rather, resembling 
rats emergent from holes into which young Nimrods had been 
pouring warm water. For over a week has my poor system ex- 
perienced what never before it experienced, and (how I fear .') 
may again experience. But this is a part of the royal game of 
travel. It is this experience which is written in illuminated 
characters all over Irving's blank page. 

I would advise every one who thinks of crossing the sea, to 
provide a cast-iron stomach ; or else procure some preparation, 
by which that sensitive part of our organism may be rendered 
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OVJiS, THE SEA AND HAIL TO ERGLAS'D. 13 

ex tempore insensible I am aware that there is, on land, some 
strong prejuflices agimat sea triYelling, on ac:,ount of sea sjck 
nosa I had some miagumgs myself They fell so t» &hort, 
howeyei, of the reality as to woik grtat injustice to the jiowei 
of Old Neptune 

I would not Tindtrtake to ttll piecisely the treitment whioh 
Dr Atlantic prescnbed The diy ifter I came aboird, I imd 
veitently caught him assuming the office of ^=!:,iilapiiis, takmg 
a diagnosis of my case, and pressing home the remedy with a 
suramairaeos not exteedod by the shwpest practice ot another 
learned piofeswon. The unremitting vigilance and caio of my 
" big medicine man" oinnot, m m^ preient at-ite, be too highly 
lauded. That he has suffeied me to sleep — a little, almost suf 
fuses my eyes with gratitude. Dr.. Sangrado prescribed a rem- 
edy for all diseases, so simple as to have become claasical — 
blood-letting and warm water. Our Doctor disdains the for- 
mer. The latter, I am pleased to say, has been adopted in 
these latitadea (with an addition of the saiine), with good effect. 
The fact that I am able to write on this eighth day out, is 
evidence, 

Clear as a foiintam in July, 

that a searching potency has been exercised, which places Medi- 
cine upon the topmost sparkle of the wave of science, 

A person after emerging from the Hades of sea-sickneas, is 
for ever after a privileged community in himself He has cer- 
tain irrepealable franchises, among which are freedom of speech, 
I wish I could say " free soil" Free Sou. ! I am a great free- 
soiler, just now. Give me soil, that is all I ask, whether it he 
the veriest rock upon which a lichen would starve, let it be sta- 
ble — only still — rocky, but not rocking. No one can appreciate 
the merits of that mneh-abused party who baa not been sea-sick. 
You might aa well attempt to master the Integral Oalculus, 
without a knowledge of algebra, or to read Shakspeare without 
a knowledge of the alphabet. It is a sine qua non. Each pax- 
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14 OVER THE SEA AND HAIL TO ENGLAND. 

ticular fibre in my body would quiver, if it were only placed 
upon an immobile clement — v^on free soil. 

Oae thing I kave learned witiiin e. week, and that isj fully 
to understand the merits of Christopber Columbus and Captain 
Cook. Even ia my most pluckless condition, pale, haggard and 
hirsute, I could have perfoi-med a genuflexion, with the ardor of 
Carlyle himself, to these heroes of the sea. 

I have wondered how any soul could feel grand or sublime 
upon the ocean. Lord Jeffrey has demonstrated that beauty 
and sublimity are subjective, aot inherent to the objects seen, 
but depending upon the mind of the person seeing. The laby- 
rinth of forms which emanate from the painter's pencil and distil 
upon the canvass the freshness of Nature's Beauty, are first 
pictured in bis soul. The warm breath of enthusiasm passes 
over the gross materials of earth, solves them into the refinement 
of thought, and then the " imprisoned splendor of the soul" 
bursts forth to beautify and bless. If, therefore, there is to be 
found beauty or sublimity upon tbo ocean, the mental tentacula 
must reach out and find it. But when they ate paralyzed and 

shrunken by this everlasting soa-sicknesB — where is the sub , 

I beg pardon. Eureka I It is the sublimity Burke discovered 
in fepencer's Cave of Error,— the nauseate sublime ! Its mono- 
syllabic espression, is simply — Ugh! 

On Sunday we passed amidst six icebergs. They were said 
to be beautiful. No doubt. But if each iceberg had been as 
radiant with gold and orange, green and violet, and prismatic 
generally as Trinity church, windows, with a Polar bear sur- 
mounting each glittering pinnacle, the scene could not have 
aroused my sense of the beautiful, I did not even go on deck 
to see them. The beautiful was drowned fathomlessly in the 
ocean of sea-sickness, 

Thcso British vessels run up north and over the Newfound- 
land banks. They thus save upwards of 300 miles. We have 
passed very few vessels. It is not the route for sailing vessels. 
During the rough time upon the banks, wo ran by a little 
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OVER THE SEA AND NAIL TO ENaiANB. 15 

sohooner, with no sails set, dancing away 1500 miles from either 
hemisplere — playing " hide and go seek" with the billowa, as i£ 
it were in very deed, the fairy gondola of Phedra wiiich passed 
on its way, unharmed, without oar, sail, or rudder. 

We also passed the U. 8. steamship Humboldt, upon our 
fifth day out. It is her first trip. She had, however, only seven 
pieces of canvas spread, while we had ten. Our Americaa 
ladies did not like the idea of having Uncle Sam thrown behind 
in that way. I am free to confess that not a seutiraent of 
patriotism disturbed my sea-aiok heart. I was helped on deck 
for a view of this strange meeting of the steamers in mid-ocean. 
We ran along side of her, only distant one half milo. We salut- 
ed with cannon, and she returned it gallantly. How finely she 
dashed th<, waves from hei blick piow i What a thing of life 
10 the proud, thiobbing steamer, conscious of dignity, sinewed 
with brass and iron, with a viewless powei mocking human 
might, beating in it^ non heJit I This gigantic power has been 
evoked mto being, by the genius of thi? lattei time, the distin- 
guiahmg featuie of which, aboLf oil otke)% is expressed in 
Wordswoitb'ij liaes 

Au iutelleetual mastery exercised 

O'er the blind elements ; a purposa givBii, 
A peveevei'diioe fed ; olrnoBt a Soul 
Imparted to brute matter. 

I would not decry the British beoanee we are her rivals in 
this race of material progress. Let honor crown the Anglo- 
Saion of both continents. These petty irritabilities which have 
sprung out of this oceanic rivalry, and which have even poisoned 
the sociality of our voyage, are beneath the dignity and gener- 
osity of our countrymen. For safety and speed, for careful 
management, good servants and skilful oflicers, the " Asia," at 
least, cannot be rivalled. We shall try the Americaa line on 
our return, and may then express our preference. Until then. 
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16 OVBB THE SEA AND HAIL TO ENGLAND. 

God speed tlie noble steamers of lioth nationa upon their mis- 
sions of interchange ! 

My first nautical observation on deck was that of a little 
hird " ail alone, all alone," seemingly exhausted, yet still flying 
in its own element. What a lesson does this Serial pilgrim teach 
us. Wo who are continually passing the " flaming hounds" of 
worldly wisdom, and striving for the unknown and unapproach- 
able mysteries of &od and of the spirit world— does it not teach 
us to he content in our own sphere of knowledge ? How beau- 
tiful would be tho song of that little ohorister, 

"Upon a hough Ugli swaying in the wind," 

in some sequestered nook, surrounded by leafy prospects and 
smiling cultivation ! How like a hymn to its Creator would go 
up its carol to the All Audient One ; yet, here it is, with fagged 
wing and panting broath, contending with harsh, cold blasts, 
just able to overtop the snowy spray of the mid-ocean ; deluded 
from its greenwood home by the persuasive mysteries of the un- 
known j a thing of song in a sea of chaos, soon to he whelmed 
for ever. Is it not an epitome of man, when he breaks the golden 
chords of that harmony which bind him to his God ? 

As my strength increases, the sea grows on my esteem. The 
warmer air detains mo above, where the employment of the eye 
gives relief and delight. The sailors are putting up their ropes 
into snaky coils. The sound of dish-washing uniomantieally 
mingles with the " profound eternal bass" of Ocean's roar. French 
fops and English cockneys (we have a motley crew) puff the light 
cigar vapor. It darts away to blend with the blue, that bends 
above us like an unbroken canopy, embroidered with a few flee- 
cy clouds. What a circle the horizon describes in the clear air ! 
I do not know whether it pleases most from its perfect geometry 
or its bewildering extent. The waverings of the water are soft- 
ened by the distance. It seems as if God, as he sits upon the 
circle of the heavens, had by his power carved out a vast liqiiid 
gem, variant with lights and shades. The sea, as your eye ap- 
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OVUR THE SEA AND SAIL TO ENGLAND 17 

proachea the odgo of tlio horizon, — that mysterious and ever- 
changing line hounding the visible sphere and dividing it from 
the invisihle, — grows darker, until upon its rim, where it clasps 
the slsy, it is hlaok ; the result of perspective, heightened b j the 
contrast hetween the dark water and the fair sky. 

What an infinity of angles the wind makes the sea make I 
Jjike the agitation of one overmastering thought upon the world 
of mind. Each medium reflects it similarly, yet with a marked 
difference. One, like a Bacon or a Newton, heaves it heavenward, 
flashing it white and beautiful. Its very foam attests the 
strength of the billow. Another receives the power, and with 
docile humility, projects but a tiny drop — it may be, but a drop 
from the spray of the mightier wave. 

The ofScera are accustomed every log, to drop a bucket, and 
take the temperature of tho water. This is reported, perhaps to 
Greenwich ; and there the immense repertory of isolated, meau- 
gl ft put t f h u bl f generalization, and comes 
ut t 1 p n pi f na gat b much for a bucket of salt 

wt dthB yt f duotion. 

W Im t t C p 01 th southern point of Ireland. 

I m I g w t th t th nt Tacitus gives of these 

p t unm t t I f b t Thule, Tltima Thule, is 

g Uy k wl dg 1 1 I I 1 II believe. Tacitus says, 

th t h und Th 1 w m ss of sluggish stagnation, 

h dly y Id t th t k f th ar, and never agitated by 
winds and tempests. About as authentic and probable as Juve- 
nal's poetic account of the sun, which he affirms could be heard 
hissing in the waters of the Herculean Gulf, 

Audit Hercules atrideiitem glirgite aolem. 

All on the look-out for land I Man at the mast-head and 
officers with glasses ! The hour of enfranchisement draws nigh. 
Wearied with gazing into the dim distance, I went below, to 
return on deck at dark. Clambering up the taffrail I saw — 
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ig OVER THE SEA ASD JIAIL TO ENGLAND. 

horror of horrors ! within tweaty-flve yards of ua, a huge black 
root, rising up in the gloom, like the back of Leviathan ! 
I involuntarily dropped. We were in sight of land with a ven- 
geance This rock is within a few miles of Cape Clear. The 
Ihth hwltht swtll d — ( weet indeed to the 

ISSy)'^ ^^^ ''"^ * ™^ "^iiig confirmed our 

1 1 ty It f d 1 h J, I th Ch el between Wales 
dill tftmB 1 PtWe moved in a 
d t 1 t H lyh d Aw y f tl w t, in dim, graceful 
Im fltldlhth 1 m untains of Ireland. 

Thlw t tb H J fort!" growls the 

/ p t ' echoes the mate 
t & d awls out the man 

tw d ntinues. 
t th [ fineness upon the 
g t m progress, into forutj 
grand and palpable, until Holyhead burst upon ua. With a 
glass we viewed the immense work begun by government here. 
A harbor is being built for the Cunard and mail steamers. 
Already it is connected with Liverpool by ears. As we hove 
in sight, we ran up signals, which were carried to Liverpool 
before us, — as was indicated by the line of steam which began 
to flow throughout the distant landscape. 

We took a pilot aboard and received from him one newspaper, 
which was cut into shreds and devoured by fourteen passengers 
at onee. The breath of the fresh landscape is around. Now I 
can write like a native of this round earth j for land is all about 
us. The cliffs of Old England stand out in definite outline. 
Light-houses and mansions attest the presence of a superior 
eivilization. How many thronging associations flit through the 
mind, as I recall, that here, not in fancy's eye, but in reality, 
stands the little isle of power — the home of Old Coke and 
CuoMWEi,!,, of Spekceh and Cowpeb, of Chatham and Can- 
BiNO, and all the host of glorious minds .with whom so much of 
life has been passed. Aye ; in very truth, my eye has greeted 
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tte land of "William Shakspeabe and Gut Fawkes, Johm 
Milton and Titus Gates ; the ideal realm of John Falstafp 
and Little Nell ; tho theatre of Roundheads and Cavaliers. 
Yonder, verily, just over to my right, actually grew into life 
that vigorous feudalism out of which rose tho fabric of our 
own common law. These remembrances come over me wildly 
and strangely. Old England ! Yes ; God bless her ! "With 
ears in my eyes, I beseech Heaven's best benison upon her. I 
forget her, as the land of ruth and wrong ; I rememlier her only 
as the land of noble deeds and generous hearts. Her literature, 
from Chaucer's first uncouth song to D'Israoli's last sarcasm, 
floats through the memory like a vivid power, transforming 
ovory prejudice into praise, and even wrong into glory. 

But I am ahead of my reckoning. I am not yet done witK 
the Ocean. Such an event as crossing the Atlantic by a back- 
woods Buckeye, deserves a fuller treatment. Of course, in this 
gossiping of mine, you will not espect me to confine myself to 
any system. I reproduce only hasty impiession'i hastily, pre- 
tending to no iwsight, simply to eight , to no profundity in 
reading character and discussing vital prmciploi, simply to 
superficial glances and occasional hearings 

Now that the horrors of siokness are ovei, the octan presents 
itself under another sky. I have spoken of our " volant home," 
the noble steamship. Ours was not tested very strongly by 
Noptune ; yot not a fear as to the result intruded itself into our 
minds. It requires a good share of confidence in a vessel, to 
step from the firm set earth upon its fragile planks, which are to 
be upborne by so unstable an element. It instils a thrilling 
awe, to feel yourself moving away to some mysterious realm, tho 
existence of which seems to hang only upon the promptuve of 
Faith, The divorce from the old aad familiar has begun. Day 
after day, you are 

' " Borne darkly^ fearfiilly sthr^' 

reaching no shore, and night after night, you bear, by your very 
pillow, the 
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Yet to know that the potent water-hreath, we call steam, can 
mate the Ocean in his wildest Saturiialia, givoa all the joy of 
security, while it does not rob ns of tlie vague mystery. Let 
tte Sea King try Ma strongest, to crack our vessel's joints and 
sinews— cheerily sing the sailors, and merrily laugh and skip 
about the boat the frolicksomc children. No drifting at the 
pleasure of the elements, with our vessel ; but a straight path 
and a steady one. Vulcan, amid his coal smoke below, is the 
controlling spirit j and reeling Neptune drops his trident in the 
fire. 

Can it be that here indeed is the rock-ribbed coast of Bng- 
n \ f h tokens are evident. The rocks are all fis- 
n the hoar-frost with salt. Irregular masses 

m a h n heaped ashore. No footing is found upon 

wh h B a The rocks impress one strangely, not alone be- 

au h y f mx an outline of the isle of our ancestors, but (we 
m wn ) b use that isle affords our poor physical frames 
a dy f h d and an uninterrupted appetite. How much 
f k V ware is burned into this human " wessel of 

wiath, alon^ with the exquisite porcelain? 

We are about to turn up the Mersey, and to leave our open 
seaward for a narrower path. Perhaps from this point one may 
fully appreciate the glories of the ocean j for its roll no longer 
disturbs the mind. Campbell has embalmed in the splendor 
of his verse, more of the beauty and sublimity of the sea, than 
any other poet, Byeqn not excepted. He loved to retire from 
the bustle of London, Edinburgh, or Glasgow, and from the 
height of St. Leonard's (on solid ground — mind you !) listen to 
its murmurs, which to him were dearer than all the applause of 
the world. He found peacefulnesa in its din, and repose in its 
restlessness. He looked out upon the depths, amid the storms, 
and saw the lightning sink half way over the mam, like a wea- 
ried bird too weak to sweep its space. He saw it in the calm, 
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wlien tte firmament of stars found in it a gorgeous mirror for 
tLoir Infinitude I Wliat a fine thought is that of his, which 
calls the sky the mistress of the sea, giving from her brow his 
moods, morning's milky white, noon's sapphire, and the saffron 
glow of evening. So heautifui did it seem to his poetic eye, 
that he wondered not that Love's own Queen was fahled to have 
come from the bosom of the sea ! He likens it to creation's 
common (a purely Anglo-Saxon metaphor), which no human 
power can parcel or inclose. This idea is akin to that of 
Madame db Stael, which JByron engrafted upon his immortal 
Apostrophe. " Man," she says, " may plough the earth, and cut 
his way through mountains, or construct rivers into canals to 
transport his merchaadise, but if his fleets for a moment furrow 
the ocean, its waves as instantly efface this slight mark of servi- 
tude, and it again appears as it was the first day of the creation." 
Or, as Byron phrases it, 



The figure, however, which pleases my taste most is that of 
the mirror. It has heen used by Bailey, in his "Angel World," 
to illustrate the moat stupendous truth which the human mind 
may entertain ; the mysterious combination of the Eternal 
Father with the everlasting Son, tho nnion of Infinite Justice 
with all-gracious Love, — 

"The UDseen. liteneaa of the Ineffable One, 
]&icli lite tte other, aa the sky and seOf 
Imboaovniiig the Infinite." 

Material though the ocean be, it has a power to penetrate into 
the mind's bnmaterial recesses, to inspire it with Beauty, and 
elevate it with the emotions of Religion. 

Have I written too much upon this theme 1 My Jeremiad 
on sea-sickness required an antidote to do justice to tho element 
which has borne me over its bosom so safely. 
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HERE we are upon eubstaatial soil. Liverpool ! How lan- 
guidly the word melts in tte mouth. I My partiality for 
steamaliips aad big poads could not restrain tte outbreak of 
joy with which we pressed the solid land. The effects too of 
our experience, tliough sad at first, have resulted in a bound of 
animal spirits almost inconsistent with, sanity. 

At the mouth of the Mersey we took a pilot aboard, and 
with onr " starboard, sir," " port, sir," and " steady, sir," we 
reached Liverpool at II o'clock, upon the night of the 1 7th of 
May, 1851. It was some recompense for missing the green, 
bright green banks of the Mersey, with it'i cottages and resi- 
dences, that we passed up amid a galaxy of many colored lights, 
which, reflected upon the water from Birkenhead on the one side, 
and Liverpool on the other, almost transtirmed the scene into 
one of fairyland. Our guns boomed maih were taken ; and 
after the custom-house proceedings by no mt-ins vexatious, we 
were permitted to land. The first person that spoke to me was 
a little imp, modelled after the exterior of Oliver Twist. A 
police officer touched him with a baton. He was non est in a jifiy. 

Out fliat impression of the population here was not very 
favorable. True, we saw the fag-end of humanity in the shape 
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of beggars and loafers at tlie landing. We tad no sooner taken 
up our maroh. to our hotel, preferring to feel the delight of a 
walk, after so long a ride on tte billows, than a fellow who said 
that he was a seryaiit at the Waterloo, offered himself as oui pilot. 
[ suspected him, but thought tliat we would use him, as it was 
nearly two in tte morning. We had not gone far before we 
were saluted with, "Which hotel, sir — which hotel?" 

" Waterloo I" 

" Sorry — ^■ery sorry — can't acoommodate you, sir — I'm boots 
at the Waterloo, sir — all full, sir. Three ship-loads juat arrived, 
sir — very sorry — Victoria Hotel near by — few minutes walk, sir 
— own sister of the Waterloo keeps it." 

Ho had said too much. We marched on, heartily laughing 
at " Boots !" Saint Somebody's church illuminated tie hour of 
two, and it was nearly daylight — a phenomenon belonging to 
this northern olime which considerably bewildered our Buckeye 
experience. We found the Waterloo open, and the lady at the 
door with her servants, ready to take down our names. I intro- 
duced our pilot as tteir servant. They, of course, disclaimed 
his acijuaintance. " You are a- pretty specimen of human vera- 
city." 

" YeSj air, I am obliged to you, sir." 

"But I suppose we ought to pay you for your guidance?" 

" Oh yes, please you, sir, you are very kind, sir." 

I gave him a shilling, with a caution about lying, which he, 
with a rub over his red nose, and a low bow, acknowledged. 

We had scarcely appeared ttis morning at our window, when 
that extreme of English civilization called " starvation" was seen 
in the shape of a young urcliin, whether boy or girl I could not 
discern, for the dress consisted of only two rags. He stood bob- 
bing his head and whining, while I sketched him. His counter- 
feit presentment followed us, as soon as we left the hotel to take 
a stroll ; and the little gipscy had the same monotone of gi-ief 
He was joined by another ; and thus marshalled, we tad to pass 
the agony of some sciuares. It was not until a fretful threat to 
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" cat hia weazand," that lie cnt our coiupany, wliicli he did with 
the remark," they won't pay any more," 

How comfortably e^ery thing is conducted in these English 
hotels. We have our own parlors, and our own meals. It looks 
so cosoy to see our own good company presiding at the tea-urn, 
and dispensing the Johnsonian beverage. 

Of course, the modes here strike us strangely. But as we 
started out to admire all that is admirable, we must commend 
the EnglisK mode of hotel keeping, with its private parlors and 
private meals. 

Every object, even the go-oarts, strike a stranger queerly at 
first. Omnibuses, with nobody inside, and crowded a-top, dash 
past our windows. Cabs as big aa our carriages, like a streak 
of lightning, dash by with one horse. Horns musically quiver 
in the fresh morning air. The tall dark houses and clean 
white paves of Liverpool surround ua while on every side green 
foliag d t tU fc 1 d 1 k th t 1 f rural life which 

the E £,1 h b t th t tiling in-doors is 

notie bl Th dl Idilyd curtaining out 

hcav uulght It 11 tl w th the prodigality of 

gloon y w th th 1 m h f th light as possible 

would b dm tt d m p lly ti J window tax Is 

asses d But n u h th ng Why I t a phase of that 
habit 1 lu n nd 1 f d m t ae which form so 

prominent a trait m the English cht ra ter . 

We have viewed the city. Its Corinthian elegance of ar- 
chitecture, illustrated especially in the Exchange ; excellent po- 
lice ; above all, its magnificent docks, by which the shipping is 
brought into the city and preserved aflOat, notwithstanding the 
tides — bespeak for Liverpool the encomium of the traveller. 
There are two provisos. The first, beggars, I have named. The 
other is, the apparent sacrilegious treatment of the buried dead. 
Would you believe it ? The pave to several of the first churches 
hero is over and upon the tombstones of the buried. The in- 
scriptions are being efi'aced by the feet of the passenger. Nui-ses 
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witt children, men, women and boys indiscriminately tread 
oyer tie astea of the dej arted 

In our walk, we n ticed Rovm, btic t — i lemmd i tiiit 
LiTCrpool was the home of the Historian of tlie Mediti It le 
called hia splendid descriptions of that ige when Saholaiship 
and Art were beginning to buist the baineis of the dark ages 
to herald the new-born civilization which is ours to lay It jNo 
recalled Irying's elegint fiibute to the merchant litteiate ir 
Yon remember how living fiist siw him enteiiug the Alio 
nsenm, with his venerable air — a fine lUiistr^ticn jf a chance, 
prodnction" disappointing the assiduities of Art, and working 
out of the busy mart of tra&c the gloiy and the genius of the 
great Tuscan era. Yon lememher, too, how nobly he bore the 
loss of his books, and what a noble consolation he found in the 
closing words of his sonnet, 

" Miod aliall with mind direot commmiioii liold, 
And kiodved spii-ifa meet to pfu't no more." 

The country lying adjacent to the great I'ailway between 
Liverpool and London, presents a perfect succession of rural 
beauties ; one sweet continuous garden, divided off into elegant 
compartments, and dotted with residences of the most exquisite 
taste. After passing ont of the timnel from Liverpool, which is 
cut through the solid rock, and which we performed for a mile 
and a quai-ter up an inclined plane, drawn by a stationai'y en- 
gine ; after we struck the daylight and the country, a bright 
greenish green, so green as almost to be yellow, saluted onr 
eyes, albeit unused to any other than sea-green. The meadows 
all along seemed indeed a carpet, into which were inwoven 
snow-flakes of daisies, buttercups in profusion, and pansies large 
and plentiful ! Tet the land here is naturally sterile, having a 
reddish tinge, and as we approach nearer the great metropolis 
it displays a chalk formation. We are at one moment moving 
in sight of a beautiful tower upon the hill, surroimded with 
walks and embowered in leafmess ; then pii.st i 
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iTj-covered cottages, thatched with straw, and in themselves, 
with .their streams and parterres, forming a rural landscape. 
The high gothio chimneys, and the very red of the bricks, give 
to the towns along the way a very picturesque effect. Nature 
seems like Cowper's rose, as if just washed in a shower ; and so 
bright, yellow almost, and many-shaded, is the green, that it 
pleases the eye like an autumnal forest in Ohio. The churches 
are all perfectly neat ; some, elegant gothic buildings. Now 
uud then, a still, hallowing sense of antiquity hovers around 
these churches and their grave-yards, which we look for in vain 
at home. How pleasing to see, peeping from their verdurous 
coverts, these little minsters of heaven I From these, notwith- 
standing the marriage of Church and State — which cannot be 
too much abominated — have emanated those salutary influences 
which are illustrated by the surrounding practical works. From 
these chapels, honored by a Latimer, a Jeremy Taylor, a 
Hooker and a Berkley, in the elder time, came forth the power 
which has transformed the naturally poor soil of England into a 
garden of cultivation. They have made the ever-sweet hedges, 
and have constructed these roads which seem like elegant wind- 
ing garden paths, extending as far as the eye can penetrate, liko 
lines of light in a vast panorama of verdure. 

We did not obseive la all this journey a single sign of 
poveity C m^ >t is impressed every where In every village 
and cottage Plenty apjeaied lejoicing in hei stewardship. In 
the manufacturing districts through whioh we passed, the same 
ruial an of neat exactitude and repo'ic was aj parent. Tou could 
only distinguiih these distiiots by huge pilei of coal near the 
laihcad and the tall chimney HtaL.k=i lifting themselves out of 
the level against the sky ind topped with wavy streamers of 
smoke which in the distjnce reminded us of our Liberty poles 
and flags Eich lailway station is a pretty piece of architec- 
tuie with its eleg'int surrounding grounds There does not 
seem to be a thing neglected or out of place As the ear dashed 
fiom pomt to [Omt <ur ■3 n[T ■^e wai inueawd. Never through 
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our minds played the like. It resembled a fairy droam, in 
which each scene seemed "picked ont as an example for the 

But while lost in admiration, I have forgotten that the cars 
have been ruralizing toward the valley of the " royal toward 
Thames." Our outstretched necks have discerned its winding 
mist already. Already is the eye peopled dim, with figures of 
Westminster, the Tower, the Parliament Houses, and above all, 
the Palace of Crystal ! 

Sure enough here we are in the Depot ; and not yet out of 
the oountry ; — in London, but etill it is ms e« uihe We are 
flanked by terraced gardens and foliage Kobins ■ind thrushes 
make music, while we rumble to our stopping point. The 
charms of the day cling like good genu ta the last as if de- 
termined to impress into our deepest heaits the adoration of 
England's Bard of Olney, who attuned, years ago, our own spirit 
as he sung of him, who looked abroad upon the varied fields, 
the mountains, tlie valleys, and the resplendent views of Nature, 
and by virtue of his filial confidence in the Creator of this de- 
lightful scenery, could call it all his own, with a propriety which 
none could feel, hut he who could 

"Lift to heaven sin unpveaumptuoas eje, 

And Bmilii^ 5ay, 'My FaUier made itall.*" 



Ho.t.d, Google 
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THE morniug of the 21st of May found us in London, amid 
its coaches, drays, dog-carts, phaetons, choked roads, its whirl 
of wheels and its war of confused noises. Never was there such 
a horse and vehicle-loving people as the English ; judging hy the 
manifold and multiform vehicles which crowd and clog the tho- 
roughfares. Not alone in Picadilly, the Fleet, Cheapside, and 
the neighborhood of St. Paul's, where streets have recently been 
cut through great blocks of houses to give passage to the throngs ; 
but in the less compacted parts of the city, and just now in the 
neighborhood of Hyde Park, near the Crystal Palace, is there to 
be found involutions of wondrous perplexity, consisting of oab 
and carriage, horse and footman, go-cart and poney ; but all 
moving and winding with the precision of machinery, under the 
unostentatious power of an efficient police. 

Without that power, what a complexity would London be to 
a stranger ? With it, access ia made easy to every point worth 
seeing. Our first venture abroad was toward the Crystal Palace. 
Upon our way thither, we passed the famous Apsley House of 
Wellington, and the great equestrian statue of the Iron Duke. 

But the one great ornament ; — the desire to view which, 
prompted our journey hithcrward. was the Crystal Palace. 
Well,— our eyes have seen it. But how shall we reproduce its 
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wondcra for the eye of others? Never since " Dardaniam hands," 
at the command of King Brutus, hegan this tow» of Londimmt 
has there been such a rare and glorious spoctade as that which 
now glitters under the May sunshine in Hyde Park I This is a 
bold saying ; but the documents, in the shape of royal catalogues 
and colored engrayings, lie ai-ound my table, and they afford most 
practical proof Our verdict, by actual inspection, has also been 
rendered, but not reduced to writing. This latter is most diffi- 
cult, I have been afraid to undertake to tell how my senses 
have been raptured. After loitering amidst the manifold splen- 
dors and intricate eomplesities of this " industrious" world, the 
mind has become benumbed, and refuses to of&ciate but tardily. 
It seemeth as if a " star had burst within the brain," and that the 
rockets and pyrotechnic beauties were still going off in the cham- 
bers of imagery. 

Nathless I essay. The reader who undertakes to form au 
idea of this crystal structure of wonders, from these feeble lim- 
nings, might as well judge of the palace visually by one pane of 
glass, or of its contents by the ludia-rubber trowsers in Uncle 
Sam's department. 

When the palace burst upon our view, which it did as we 
approached the transept on the southern side, all was intense 
eagerness ; every hand went up, but not a word was said ! 

There it stood — the cynosure of industry ! How fragile, yet 
how substantial ; so gorgeous in its colorings ; with the flags of 
11 t playing in the breeze ; its guard of majestic trees 
b t t tending nearly nineteen hundred feet, and running 
b k f rth of that distance ; with its sis thousand iron col- 
u p t d blue, red and white, in grateful variety ; cover- 

g ly thirty acres in a magnificent park, and radiant and 

1 w y t transparent under the mellow shine of this May 
m g Where under heaven was ever raised such a atruo- 

t f b ty and magnificence? We have read of glittering 
t t mong the Alps, with pillars pellucid, and " glorious 
as tte gates of heaven beneath the keen full moon," Imagina- 
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tion has penetrated the earth with "her fires and illuminated 
grotto witliin grotto, emhoased and fretted, and reflecting and re- 
fracting the light into manifold splendors. We remember the 
famous ice-palace of the Russian Queen — that Northern wonder 
which Cowper illumined with hi'i fancy,— built without forest 
or quarry, whose marble was the gltfi'j wave, whose cement was 
water, and which, when lighted withm gleamed a clear transpa- 
vencj. Somewhat thus, though tir otherwise, gleamed this 
structure of Joseph Pa\ton — thus pil'ice of Industry. 

So stood the biittle prodigy, though smootli, 
And aiip'rj the inataiials ; yet laat bonad, 
I5rm as a roek. Nor wanted aught within 
That regal r*Mdenoe might well beiit 
For grandeur or_/br -me. 

MiiTors needed none 

Where all wos yitreug. 

In the evanesoent glory of the ice-palace, the poet saw an 
undesigned severity in imagining the cold, yet glittering, the 
durable, yet transient fabric of human grandeur and courtly 
pride. How is it with this Crystal Palace, wherein is really 
seen, not fantastically imaged, the fruits of human progress, re- 
sulting from the common labor of all men, springing from the 
germs implanted within our common nature hy our Creator, and 
by Him, in his own good pleasure developed into forms as exquis- 
ite as they are beautiful ! Yonder, before our rapt vision, 
stands no ice-frolie of haughty power; but a glowing cnshriue- 
mentfor theobjectsof mingled beauty and utility, which Thought 
has produced in every clime. It is no pyramidal monument to 
Pride, no olaasic temple for Beauty to linger under ; but a form 
in which is sanctified the loveliness of that religion which would 
cultivate the amenities of good will, peace and purity ! I de- 
voutly thank Crod, that He has permitted me to view this com- 
mon shrine among the nations — this brittle, yet firm bond of 
brotherhood, — -this crystal medium through which a better day 
doth glimmer. 
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To have stood the half hour we were compelled to staad, 
before the areted centre, awaiting the hour of admission, and to 
have enjoyed the vision, were wortli a pilgrimage around the 
world, including eeyeral sea-voyages, 

We pay and enter severally. Only one can enter at a time. 
Our first step is marked down by' a machine, whicli tolls tho 
number who visit horo daily. These numbers average from 
thirty to fifty thousand. 

It was no sinecure of6.ce to make an inventory of the immen- 
sity of the minutiae here collected. But no description, however 
minute, can give the effect of the first view from the centre down 
the four aisles. But before you reach that centre, yon pass the 
equestrian statue of Tictoria, flanked by two pieces of statuary, 
— groups of Amazons, — and Zephyr and Aurora. Then bursts 
upon your view the far-famed glass fountain, under the dome, 
flinging not only from its five tons of flint glass every hue of the 
prism in a flood of beauty, but a graceful jet of water which 
rivals the crystal in purity, aa it curls in a smooth sheet and 
branches into a myriad of lesser prisms. As you gaae on it, 
surrounded by palm trees from Madagascar, and overshadowing 
foliage with flowers, 

The gifwing wonder takes a, ttousimd aliapea 
Caprioiovia, in wliioh Fancy Beeke in yain 
The likeness of some object seen before. 

Thus has British Art worked as if to mock at Natui-o. To 
my eye eich radiant point of this fountain gleamed more gor- 
geously than the gieat diamond " Koh-i-Noor," or Mountain 
of Light, which, as the Queen's contribution, and standing 
neai the fountain on the light, deserves high honor in the cata- 
logue 

We have you at the tountain. Before you, gush and bubble 
two other fountains, interspersed with tropical plants and every 
variety of flowers. Each one of these flower groups wouid re- 
ward an hour's view. 
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But the eye, fond of the garish, espies above, the carpets of 
the Orient and English oil cloths — immense and beautiful, and 
the hangings of a tall and superb pagoda — richer far in color- 
ings, and much more varied in forma, than even the flowers of 
Nature. Par down the hall flame gorgeous gallery hangings. 
In the centre, on the tight and left, are lifted ahtive the other 
objects, the combat of the horse and dragon, the Duke of Eut- 
and, Godfrey de Bouillon, the Bavarian lion — all in bronze or 
laster, very much magnified, gigantic and imposing ! Do not 
let your eye be distracted by the birds in the large glass cases, 
though gorgeous and glittering. Do not stop to listen to the 
live birds which are flying and twittering about the palace, and 
amid the large trees at either end of the transept. Another 
caution—do not let your senses be ravished by the organ and 
harps which, from the galleries, have broken forth into melody, 
vibrating, strangely mild and sweet against and along the vitreus 
corridors. But let the eye, like the gallant Knight of Courtesy, 
Sir CrUVON, pass through the Bowers of Bliss, untempted by the 
" silver sweet sound." Let it take in the lofty summer-house of 
bronae, in which Appollo matchlessly stands, after sending his 
arrow through the eagle above ; then, the fur trophy, the Koss 
telescope, the marble pillars, ^e chemical monuments of alum, 
spermaceti, Eocheile salts, tartrate of potash and soda, illustra- 
tions of Nature's geometry playing into utility ! Nay, go on ! 
See the rich tracery, the superbness and elegance of that altar 
screen of oalr ; then the bird trophy, carved by machinery, with 
deep under-cttttings. Passing by the Elizabethan fountains, 
what strange array of glass is that beyond ? What lenticular 
arrangements could produce half the effect? Wliat is their 
use ? They are model light-houses, revolving and breaking auc! 
casting out the light, not for the view of beauty, but for the 
glass and eye of the navigator amid the perils of the deep I 

Bemember that we are passing over the heads of many objects 
in the west half of the building — and these, too, in the midst 
of the aisle, I have not dared to look galleryward. Neither 
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dare we go, as yet, into tbo compartments of British industry, 
whicli lie on either aide in great alcoves. At the far west end, 
duplicating the whole exhihition, is the largest mirror in the 
world, 18 feet 8 inches hy 10 feet ! There are other mirrors 
nearly as large, with framea, some gilt, oaryed into every sort 
of beasts, birds, creeping thing, flower and vegetable ; to say 
nothing of little Cupids and angels inhabiting the involutions 
which ia every part attest the consummation of art. 

This end we have reached by slow procession, moving around 
each department, itself a world's fair in itself, and decorated 
with striking elegance. Here the cool atmosphere enters. No 
oppressive sense from heat, or confined air, disturbs the uniform 
eomfoi't of the building. Although fifty thonsand people are 
within, yet there is no jostling, no disturbance. The police 
with their blue coats, brass buttons and glazed hats, are dis- 
tributed, with a few red coats, around ; and these, without other 
aid, keep the vast mass in order. The English mostly compose 
the mass. A few Chinese, some negroes, French in plenty, and 
some other foreigners — I could not determine what part of the 
world they came from — were mingled with the mass. 

The observations we have hitherto made have been confined 
exclusively to her majesty's dominions. Neither have we devi- 
ated into the apartments, wherein the products -of English in- 
dustry are systematically arranged. Systematically ; because 
it was found, upon consideration, that the materials operated 
on, and the results, could be comprehended in thirty classes. 
G-rouping, therefore, as to &reat Britain, was regulated by the 
character of the productions, while in the east half of the build- 
ing, and in the colonies, they are arranged according to their 
districts. 

We began our examination, and the best could be but slight, 
by proceeding round the western end and down by the south 
wall. Mineral productions and mining, and the agricultural 
implements, we passed by hastily ; then came the splendid as- 
sortment of woven materials, London, Manchester, and Glas- 
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gow, vieing with each other in this generous rivalry. Woollen 
and mixed fabrios, and Irish flaxen fabrics, with a loom of ex- 
quisite construction ready to show tow the fahrics are woven ; 
these, in all their wondrous variety of figure and style, riveted 
the attention of our ladies, while the gentlemen preforred seeing 
the smooth and intricate machinery in the northeast of tlie 
palace. Oldham and Manchester, with their cotton works, are 
here reproduced with moat pleasing effect. The great business 
of England is, at a glance, observed in motion. 

To depicture the furniture, some elaborately carved and gilt; 
some formed of peculiar woods and arranged in perplexing uni- 
formity and variety ; to reproduce the papier mache tables and 
ornaments, with their gorgeous hues and dazzling beauties ; to 
write down — no ! no ! It cannot be done. 

In passing through one part of this department, we were 
astonished to find the British Bible Society represented by one 
hundred and fifty-eight copies of the Word of Light and Life, 
eaeh in a separate language. There they stood, all opened, with 
their mysterious symbols, — pervaded by the holiest of inspira- 
tion, — cloven tongues of fire, yet dove-like as the Holy Ghost 
which has baptized the zeal and energy of this noble Society, 
preparatory to a new Pentecostal day. Each Bible had ita 
peculiarity of impress. The very characters indicated, as plainly 
as the diverse features of the human face, those national diver 
sitiea and antagonisms which can only be harmoniaed by the 
spirit enshrined within these Bibles. To my mind, this peculiar 
exhibition was the crowning trophy of English Industry and 
Genius. The wood and metal trophies from Canada are massive 
evidences of English empire over deep mines and great forests ; 
the India room over the way, lined with gold cloth, filled with 
the furniture of the sumptuous Orient and dazzling with jewels 
from Lahore, in the midst whereof is lying, in humble subjec- 
tion, three strange- shaped diamond-and-go!d crowns of Hindoo 
Kings and other tributes from the proud sheiks of the land 
which Alexander and Bonaparte could not comprehend in their 
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comjuestSj however muct ttej dreamed of the glory, — is another 
trophy of Eoglish potency in Central and Soathem Asia, god- 
less and cruel though its eseroise iaa heen ; those Kangaroo 
skins and coral beauties, jaspers and agates, copper and gold, — 
do they not tell of English rule over antipodal realms in the 
mid-ocean ? English home-produce, from the circular comb for 
carding wool up to yon splendid steam-ahip enginery, from that 
beer barrel machine up to yon process for engraving on steel by 
electricity, from the rudest implement of primitive husbandry 
up to the highest refinement of modem science, — all demonstrate 
a power to dignify ornamental form's by use, and to raise merely 
useful forms into beauty, which should be the great ambition of 
Art; but all this is powiiles^ and puny bcide the tiiumph 
which radiates fiom those Biblea with their lip'f of fiie, this 
moment legeneratmg ttp tingdonis of the eiith and pommg 
abroad that light of lite 

England, say what we will, stands confessedly the Christian 
realm. Her history, from the time at least of Elizabeth, is full 
of her influence upott the policy of the world, in opening the 
way for the gospel. True, her rapacity has been unbounded. 

" HeaVn, Earth and Ooeim plnndevetl of tlieir sweets," 

is well attested by this Exhibition. But if China was com- 
pelled to take opium, she had to take the Bible. If Turkey 
looked to England for aid against the Russian domination, free 
toleration to Christians was consequent. 

With the inorease of Anglo-Saxon power, there has been 
spread, along with the practicalness of the age, a spirituality 
more divine than the soul, with all its power, hath yet been 
gifted to imagine. 

There is one article iu the furniture list which elicited a 
spontaneous burst of admiration from us all, especially the 
ladies, who have been used to seeing homely wooden cradlesi 
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if not sugar trnugta. It ia called the ■' Ecgia Cot," I lielicTc, 
and is thus described ; 

A cradle carved ia Turkey boxwood, sjmbolizJDg the Union 
of the Eoyal House of England with that of Sase Coburg and 
Gotha. One end exhibits in the centre the armorial bearings 
of her Majesty, the Queen, surrounded by masses of foliage, 
natural flowers and birds ; on the rocker beneath, is seen the 
head of Night, represented as a beautiful sleeping female, 
crowned with a garland of poppies, supported upon bats' wings, 
and Buvrounded by seven planets. 

The other end, or the back of the head of the cradle, is de- 
voted to the arms of H. R. H. Priaee Albert ; the shield oocu- 
piea the centre, aad round it, among the arabesque foliage, the 
six crests of the Prince are scattered, with the motto, " Treu und 
Fest." Below, on the rocker, is discovered a head of " Somaus," 
with closed eyes, and over the chin a wimple, which, on each 
side, terminates in poppies. 

In the intei-ior of the head of the cradle, guardian angels are 
introduced ; and above, the royal crown is imbedded in foliage. 
The friezes, forming the most important part of the sides of the 
body of the cradle, are composed of roses, poppies, conventional 
foliage, butterflies and bii'da, while beneath them rise a variety 
of pinks, studied from nature. The edges and the inside of the 
rockers are enriched with the insignia of royalty and emblems 
of repose. 

Have done quick with this royal baby nest ! Quick I There 
is a crowd across the aisle among the paper articles. Sure 
enoiigh, there is a cnrious contrivance ! What ! An envelope 
maker ! folding by one click of a machine an envelope, and pass- 
ing them out by hundreds. Only a little boy attending it. Now 
that we are over, we may observe the sea-weed arrangements. 
How snugly they lie in their little baskets I Euclid illustrated 
and illuminated ; a model of St. Paul's cut with a pen-knife, and 
consisting of over 50,000 pieces. Nay, do not start ; there is an 
article ia Spain, at the other end of the palace, with three mil- 
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lions of pieces of inlaid wood I Most elegant landscapes made in 
ttis way iipon the tables and other furniture, are common. 

Here we are amid the models again. Castles overhung with 
ivy, houses in the old style, complete within and without. Even 
Shakspeare's house is perfectly represented, and the room where 
he was bom, j'wsi as it was. Now we have the model of a tour- 
nament, now of Knox's house in Edinburgh, now of flower gar- 
dens in every variety, now of a scene upon the Danube, now the 
projected pyramid, in which five millions of coifins may be pre- 
served ; now we are among the medals, needle-work, pianos, 
porcelain, chandeliers, stained windows; and now, do take breath 
to look at the Shakspeate " Jubileum," Jubi — what? Here is 
dramatic unity for you ! Here we have the heart of the English 
miad in all ita windings and off-shoots. Hazlitt has said, " that 
the drama is a root growing through its own age, out of the Past 
into the Future." We have the Jubileum as one of its stray 
blossoms. Upon it is represented every play of Shakspeate, 
from old Sir John in the basket to Eichard in his tent of ter- 
rible dreams, A strange medley ! 

Before we leave this end of the building, which we do under 
oriental umbrellas with long silver handles, it would be well, 
simply to glance at those ox^homs eight feet from point to point, 
from Good Hope ; those wild beast skins above, those sleighs 
and furs from Canada, that Indian riding gear, jewelled saddles, 
elephant accoutrements and some other trifles from the British 
Colonies, 

Arm in arm, let us quit this minute examination of articles 
piece by piece, and proceed up the palace and around the gal- 
leries. We are anxious to see what the United States has con- 
tributed. Softly there. To tell the truth, we are rather a 
negative quantity in this exhibition. Passing by the exhibition 
of the European nations, we reach the end set apart for the 
United States. 

Plenty of room was allotted, and the most conspicuous, Tho 
American eagle " spreads herself" in the west end, over — little 
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or nothiiig. Punch could not help but catch at the idea. " No 
eagle," he says, " asking of itself where it should dine, and hov- 
ering in space without a visihle mouthful, could represent the 
grandeiir of contemplative solitude better than is shown by the 
United States' eagle m the firmament of Mr, Paxton's Crystal. 
This is the more to be lamented, inasmuch as a very little con- 
sideration might have given ub the American eagle, with the 
treasures of America gathered below its hovering wings. "Why 
not have sent some ctoioe specimens of slaves? We have the 
Greek captive in dead stone- — -why not the Virginian slave in 
living ebony ?" 

The satire is well pointed. We feel it abroad. The thing 
above all others which I was proud to see in that palace — the 
nonpareil " Slave" of Powers, becomes the ocoasion of bye-word 
and reproach. The most refined company in the palace were 
gathered about this offspring of our Ohio sculptor, admiring in 
— silence. After passing through the heavy sculpture and gar- 
ish display of the world's art ; after the sense ached to faintnesa 
with the violence of the colorings of luxury's trapping, it was a 
sweet and cordial relief to stand before the matchless form of 
the pure and simple Greek girl, mourning so deeply, yet so sub- 
dnedljj at her fettered destiny. And as we thought of the 
genius of the sculptor, the lines of Shelley glided into the mind, 
"It was for tOiee, yon tinglees sphere has lo»g 
Swung blind in unnacendcd majesty." 

An iron safe is also here, so constructed, that no person but 
the inventor can open it. It is the same owned by Hobbs, who 
is called at home the great look-king. At a meeting to-day of 
Americans at Trivort's, I met the genius. He has pat all the 
lockmakers here to the blush, and beat Chubbs himself. By a 
little instniment which he carries in his vest, he picked the best 
lock of England in a few minutes. He stated that £10,000 for- 
feit could be raised by Engliahmen alone, to put up against the 
big diamond, provided they would give him a night to pick for 
it, through any lock in England. 
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Various excuses have been made for ouv country's defection 
at this exhibition. Tardiness in the governments, distance from 
the Exhibition, and bad arrangements here, have been offered 
as excuses. We trust that it is not owing to a want of the ma- 
terials to exhibit. Had the last Ohio fair been culled a little, 
it would have been a proud exhibition compared to this. One 
item ; why was there not a model of the Burnet House — -a 
standard hotel — sent on here ? It would have been quite a speci- 
men even among the glorious architecture of the Past. And let 
me delicately hint, that a real Burnet House would have been 
an acceptable refuge to us Americans. 

Let US ascend the galleries and take a farewell (for to-day) 
of this " brittle wonder." From, a seat near the transept, the 
eye may gather in glorious unity the thousandfold spectacle, 
liook up and down as far as the vision can distinctly reach, and 
you will see but one moving river of humanity, flowing amid 
margins of paintings, hangings, and architectural display ; and 
around isies of fountains, towers, statues, barges, and trophies of 
every color and form ; and under a net-work of silver lucency, 
seeming to be hung in air I Music mingling with the huui-hum> 
hum of the rustling, eager throng, and with the tinkling of the 
fountains ; birds carolling in the trees before and behind you — 
temples and booths, flags, organs, and segments of churches— not 
severally (for you cannot find the prominent object where none 
has its parallel}, hut all together strike your bedazzled view as a 

■' Glory beyond all Gloi-y ever eeen." 

Can ye not believe in something transcendent, as the 
effluence of this universal jubilee of Industry in its crystal 
home ? Hear ye not prophetic harpings weaving their spell 
of enchantment, while genius paints undying pictures of that 
promised day, when " war shall cease and conc[uest be abjured," 
when garlands from every clime shall be brought to deck the 
Tree of Liberty ] 
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The eye would fain close on tho scene and commit it to tlie 
more facile play of the imagiBation. To attempt to delineate 
it, so that he who reads may eee, is as vain as to attempt to 
" paint chaos, malie a portrait of Proteus, or to fix the figure 
of the fleeting an " We must only attempt in our further ac- 
quaintance with it? contents, to select isolated objects, with 
their several utilities 

Our jadecl spirits were revived hy a little incident upon the 
street, as we drove homeward There is no particular harm in 
an American getting a, glimpse of a Queen ; as, happily, Queens 
are such rare birds m our land Let no harsh Kepublic3 
take the motive which piompted the exploit, which iasi 
a full view of royalty. We left the Crystal Palace, ahout si 
P. M. Our minds were completely wearied with the vision 
of the glorious structure and its splendid contents — the array 
of diamonds and gold — India riches, French elegance, German 
ingenuity, and British ' all sorts.' Pondering these things, yet 
with eyes about us for the mirabile of the metropolis, we 
drove down Green Park (these London parts, oh ! but they are 
emerald gems in their rough setting of aristocratic mortar !) 
and into famous Oxford street ; — When lo I a couple of out- 
riders dressed in red — then a splendid open carriage (it was a 
bright day), drawn by six horses with red riders, then — (keep 
cool !) two other riders with livery ; and then — (steady sir !) 
two other red fellows, with eanes and on horseback, who looked 
as savage as catamounts at a hack driver that did not give way 
immediately. This unexpected array rather beclouded our 
senses, already intoxicated with the sights of fountains, gold 
cloths, pagodas, cai'pets, trees, Hindoo rooms, statuary, and 
every thing else conceivable in the world. It was a theatrical 
show in every deed — a dashing splendor I 

What can it mean? My head goes out inquiringly. I see 
hats going oflF on both sides. Drivers give way. " I say driver — 
isn't that the Queen herself I" "It's 'nr zur." Hurrah I " Then 
drive after — give chase — extra shilling— crack up — all right ! 
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we're aoveroigna ourselves, sir ; give us an equal ohance to tie 
pave !" Awaj dastied royalty in her elegiint coach ! away 
dashed— -we, in aa iodifferent four-wheeled cah I I noticed as 
we passed a little fellow dreased in a silver-laced cap — a hiind- 
Bome little fellow, and quite a pretty little girl on the front 
seat ; and behind, the Queen, an ordinarily dressed and tolerable 
good-looking woman — not unlike Mrs. A., Mrs. B,, or Mrs. 
C., of our humble vicinage. 

We sovereigns of America gained on her of England. The 
outriders did not look savagely around at us ; but as we got 
pretty elose, to our ntter amazement and mortification, the 
Queen herself turned round, and gave us a good-natured look 
and a full view. We had a hearty laugh at our good fortune, 
and came home full of the Eshibitionj and feeling quite royally. 
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la €mM Intunmlin. 



WHO has not read OHtci- Goldsmith's " Citiacn of the 
World ?" The reniarlis of his Chinese pilgrim in London 
seem to be applic ibte to myself. He felt himself as a newly 
created being introduced into a new world in which, although 
eveiy object strikes with wonder and surprise, yet the imagina- 
tion IS still unsated. Although the world has passed through 
it m exhibition and London with her majestic architecture, 
regil parks and soul- thrilling historical associations has been 
around and withm still imagination seems to be the only active 
pnneijle ot the mind. The most trifling occurrence gives 
pleasnie until the gloss of novelty is worn away. When I have 
ceased to wondei I may possibly grow wise ; I may then call 
the leasoning principle to my aid, and compare those objects 
with etch other which were before examined without reflec- 

It IS a beautiful May morning. Birds are singing. Their 
shiill sweetness uses even above the " London cries." To me 
it seems stiange that the painters upon the building opposite, 
do not stait oi tumble down, at the unearthly whoops, groans, 
yells and j ^wni below them, which announce the vender of 
something I could only distLngnish one vegetable in the med- 
ley — ' Aws-pmor goose!" If Bedlam were out a-Maying, it 
would dn justice to these ' cries' — to my novel hearing. 

In thesL trineeripta from the eye, I know that I am unable 
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to disseminate any useful principle, or afford any useful iustruc- 
tion. Beautiful parks and lofty monuments pass so rapidly in 
view, tliat my stare at them is ahnOBt vacant. The highest part 
of our human nature is not exercised. There can he no commu- 
nion of soul with them as yet. We might gaze for ever and 
gratify the pleasure-loving propensity, and return home no wiser 
thaa we departed. But when one goes out into the English 
country, as I did ob Thursday to Epsom, on the great Derby 
race day, the scenes of nature, with their hedges and vistas of 
trees, theiv meadows and cottages, all assemble upon the thresh- 
old of the mind, and many — very many, of these beauties enter 
into the internal economy of ideas and sentiment, there fadelessly 
to bloom — there continually to awaken something correspondent 
to their hue, form, and grandeur. I might reproduce these 
descriptions ; but there is so much of human nature to com- 
mune with on this Derby day, that I forbear. Besides, as Dr. 
Cheever has well said, mere descriptions, be the scenery ever so 
grand, are cloying and tiresome. It is like living upon pound- 
calte and cream, or rather i\pon whip-syllabub. 

A Derby day awakens more interest in London, thaa any 
other day in the Calendar. Every vehicle, from the splendid 
coach of Royalty and Dukery to the humble dog-cart and pony 
phaeton of the mechanic and shopman, are in requisition. Pive 
thousand pounds is the stake, and millions more in the shape of 
bets are in the scale. The "nobs" (as the nobility are famil- 
iarly called), with their four-in-hand coaches, are the prominent 
actors in the day. They own most of the race-horses. 

But we will start ourselves. Lunch being prepared, and a 
vehicle entered, we hurry by the gorgeous array in Osford and 
Begent-streets, pass the parks, those green metropolitan lungs, 
and give a hasty glance at the statue of Canning. Now Trafal- 
gar square appears, and the Nelson monument long detains the 
lingering sight. It is the finest place in London for a monu- 
ment. The column and statue are 177 feet high. The statues 
of the Georges III. and lY., are near, and serve to show off 
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thia splendid moaument to England's naval glory. The Na- 
tional Gallery is opposite ; but tte Nelson pillar detracts from 
every other object. Its lias-roliefs represent tlie famous battle 
of Trafalgar. How the eye swims as it upward gazes at the 
figure. A coil of rope relieves the pediment upon which he ia 
placed. 

trp in tlie broad day's Inatre doih it stand, 
A column riused to dear and dnzzliag iome, 
Mouuting wifh pride the bosom of the land, 
And Btampiug gloiy there with Nelson's name. 

And yet methinks, that face lifted up so prominently in the 
" bosom of the land" doth blush, if not in the broad day's lus- 
tre, yet at evening's reddening glow, when contemplation de- 
lights in pure thonghts and virtuous actions. Head Nelson's 
private life. Doth not the sea through which he sailed become 
incarnadine with shame 1 

How much of debauchery and wretchedness has been caused 
by the force of that splendid example which the monumental 
structures of England have illustrated, can only be known in 
that day, when the Judge of all shall winnow the purity of a 
heart from the glory of a name, aad leave the latter as chaff for 
the Are. 

Soon we came in sight of old Westminster. How streaked 
and blackened with age look the old towers I How the heart 
swells with the vast proportions \ Tracery, towers, niches, sta- 
tues, frieze, and every other architectural appliance which ren- 
der the Gothic a wilderness of arching foliage, "star proof" in 
its woven web of beauty, aje here in profuse variety. And the 
Abbey — the most interesting place iu England— the urn of her 
greatness — the treasury of her genius — the Conqueror of Time ; 
— does it not shut out all other objects? But we must reserve 
OUT thoughts until we go within. 

The Derby will start before we run over our 20 miles to 
the turf. Now we dart down toward Vaushall, and " Father 
Thames" is emptying his pitcher beneath us. How many re- 
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flections seem east in his waters. How splendid he seemed to 
the imaginatiou, before we looked down upon his familiar faoe. 
The English poets had never seen our western streams — the 
magnificent Mississippi and the he t f 1 Oh' 1 th j w Id 
not have extolled so highly the 1 t th 1 ttl 

i'rue, grandeur hath gathered ma y nmnt ffm d 
pride upon its hanks, and Art hath t d 1 nd p hi 

'^ peep into its tide ;" but Nature w n 1 pdglth 
her decoration of the Thames. 

We saw St. James's palace beyond the Green Park, with the 
royal arms floating in the sunshine, a sign of the presence of the 
Queen. It was a scene thronging with recollections. There 
once stood the hospital dedicated to St. James, for the reception 
of the fourteen leprous maidens. — What tales could those old 
stones tell ! — There Charles the First attended divine service, 
before he walked through the Park to his scaffold at Whitehall, 
lu that very palace, Monk and Sir John Granville planned the 
Eestoration. There, within our vision, 

"through the towai'a, omidat his ring 

Of Vans Bnd Mynbeera I'ode the Zhitolimaii King, 
And there did Engtaod'a Gonaiil thrill to hear 
The shouts that trinrnphed o'er hei- erownlefs Lear." 

Yonder, old IIae.iiy the Eighth ohuokled at the jokea of his 
witty Chancellor, Sir Thomas More, to say nothing of the vile 
pranks of that pure ■' Defender of the Eaith." There Walpole 
practised his shameless venality, and Bolinsbroke (Pope's 
Msecenas) lounged up to see the queenly Anne. Mow, amid the 
whirl and stir, the present usurps the past, and St. James's be- 
comes the home of the little Victoria and her numerous family, 
the sight of whom, as detailed in our last chapter, tickled our 
democratic feelings. 

Five bridges span the Thames, over one of whicli, Vaushall, 
we ride toward Epsom. Granite and iron make Vauxhall only 
second to Waterloo bridge. From it wo have a view, as yet a 
little misty, of the most splendid architectural display in Great 
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Britain. I mean the new Houses of Parliament. They front 
the Thames, and extend to the water's edge. It is ower true, as 
one of England's poets has said, that the Thames does not re- 
semble any of those streams whose foam is amber, and whoso 
gravel, gold. Dirty-looking, even to the depth ot filthiness, is 
her appearance. Can she be the same crystal mirror m which 
Eton and Windsor dress themselves every day in their Gothio 
costumes ? Her " oozy bed " is no doubt full of aigosies which 
contain the riches of the Indies; but there are some iiohes there 
imbedded which are neither heantiful nor fragrant The liver 
is washed out by the tide twiee a day — quite a consolation to 
the nose-possessing and water-drinking eoramttiiity 

Now we are fairly over into Surrey. Tehieles are beginning 
to close in. We are compelled to walk, and even to stand stilL 
Three abreast, yet packed close, and not within seventeen miles 
of Epsom. Does it not beat every thing? It is the English 
Saturnalia, Everybody is privileged to joke everybody, 'Nobs' 
joke 'snobs;' and donkey carts sauce 'Haosom cabs.' — Club 
men in their coaches halloo to pretty boarding-school misses, 
peeping over their green walls, which line the pike, who snicker 
and chuckle. Old Johnny Bull, red with jollity, rides along, 
" holding both his sides." Now and then a smash and curses 
announce something serious. We ourselves had the honor of 
being bumped by Lord Strathmore's carriage, and took the 
license of the day to caution his Lordship. — Toll-gates and 
liiring taxes (?) are collected. Stopping and walking, we finally 
pass through the last gate, and dash away over the furzy Downs. 

The prospect from the Downs is magnificent. Far below, 
and very distant, is seen the elements of English civilization — 
rail-cars puffing, roads lined with hedges ; farms laid out like 
gardens, and gardens like paradises ; towers standing upon 
high points, and, as we turn about, we see the stand and turf of 
Epsom ! 

Although we were a long time getting to Epsom, we are 
glad to find the " Derhy" is not run. Let us mount upon the 
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top of the vehicle and look around. For miles, right and left, 
are the people. The best part of a million are here assembled ; 
among -them are the royal house of Pi-ussia, with their cream- 
colored team, as wei! as the poorest ragamuffin, just discharged 
from Old Bailey, with his stick aud crownkss hat. — The track is 
upon a side-hill turf, and is in excellent order. It is a hundred 
feet wide, but hardly distinguishable in the mingled mass of men. 
inhere is a little valley between us and the turf. A continuous 
rise is used, which affords a fine prospect of the race. The stand 
is on the other side, and its adjacent booth is perfectly black 
with heads. All around it for acres is the same phenomena. 
Now a bell rings. The police march up the track to clear it. 
Every body is opening baskets. Wines and sodas pop ; sand- 
wiches and shrimps appear ; pies aud birds are demolished, 
amid cries of "water," "oranges," — "who wants a card of the 
races?" Fiddling and horo-tooting all around, — a fool dancing 
in woman's clothes, with a red caiash on his head, and a parasol, 
mimicking fine ladies, while the fine ladies in lordly carriages 
are looking on laughingly ; gipsies, wild in look and with eyes 
dark and sinister, are roving about. — See, they have that young 
man I " Tell your fortune, pretty gentleman? You tirill be for- 
tunate, oh, yes I only leave a gipsy a sixpence, sir ; will be a 
lucky one in the race, sir," and with other like remarks, she 
hangs on like a snapping turtle. All these scenes are transpiring, 
while an enormous shout and laugh go up from the crowd along the 
ropes. The police had cleared the track — it is only a dog or 
a loafer trying to run across, with a policeman after. Away 
they go in a mimic race ! 

The coast is clear. With a glass, you may see the many co- 
lored jockeys moimting. Now comes the preparatory galloping 
to loosen the horses' joints, "Up they ride, and bets begin to ran 
by colors. AU now is still. We cannot sec the start. The cry 
rises, " they're off!" The black heads in and around the stand 
have become a sea of upturned faces. We hear the tramp of 
horses on the distant turf. Horsemen ride over the hill to catch 
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tlie sight. Now tho race-horses appear around tte hill nearly all 
together; yet so far distant, that tlicy seem to move slowly; 
soon they begin to be clearly distingaished. " Enrrah for the 
blue-cap !— huiTah for the red ! — black cap aud pink ahead !" ' In 
fine style they dash between the anxioos heads. The tug is be- 
tween the black cap and pink, and blue. Thousands are staked 
upon the result. The cry is, now for onc~-»ow for the other I 
On they all "bieter and burn to gain the expected goal," In a 
twinkling they dash home. The number is run up, and the wel- 
kin tings and re-rings with the shout of immense multitudes. 
The traok is soon broken over. The throng rushes toward the 
stand. The Derby is done and won J Millions have been lost 
and gained. S'reely pop the wine bottles of the victors ; merrily 
ring their laughs 1 Up rise thousands of carrier pigeons to an- 
nounce the result abroad ! 

Now comes a scene which carries us back to the good old 
days of Queen Bess — such as Scott describes in his Kenilworth 
— the days of the tournaments. Kings are formed. Circus 
sports are going on upon the turf; dancing girls are soon trans- 
muted by some magic from ordinary females ; magical gentle- 
men begin to throw up rings, butcher -knives, etc. ; music breaks 
out from all sides ; gipsies burst anew from their tents ; and — 
hark ! — " 'ansum and hinteresting presents for hinfants I only a 
penny [ 'avo one sir?" — " 'Ere's silver-tipped buttons for 'olding 
coits togethor— made out of coal I" " Sody-water ! &inger- 
beer r r I' and 1 hundred other cries. Beyond . the turf, the 
minly sports are gomg on, suck as firing at targets, pitching at 
points, and diveis othei things to me unknown. The turf was 
cleared again — "another race— the same excitement ; the air is 
agim filled with pigeons, who dirt around for awhile uncertain 
wheiQ to go, tiien ofl with their news. 

Again, we are upon the road homeward, amid the flowery 
meadows, and the liedges oi walls of ivy, and sometimes of 
floweis The tiee-. look sd trim ind perfect. Each for itself 
seems diessed in living green As well attempt to separate 
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eolot from the rainbow, or eKtension from matter, as Beauty 
from these vistas made by tlie lines of elm, flowering ohestnnt 
and birch, tiled with their little winged singing people. The 
leaves will grow in freshness, and the robins, thrushes, and 
larlcs, like Jenny Lind, must, although they taow not why — be 
" singing," 

Od our road to London, we find every tody out to see the 
"Derby" return. It sometimes comes home booay. Long 
arrays of Charity scholars in their uniforms, and boys from 
school are out, under the charge of masters. Policemen are 
stationed all along. Within five miles of London, the road is 
lined ten or twenty deep. Punch and Judy, negro singers, 
dancers, bag-pipers from Scotland, are mingled with the throng, 
performing. Every body is privileged to say what comes upper- 
most. Although an entire stranger amid this crowd of myriads, 
I drani several imaginary healths from off my seat, to gentle- 
men with mugs on the top of the walls ; exchanged spunk with 
the spunlty, laughs with the good-natured, words with the fami- 
liar, and altogether felt at home. Wit and humor followed us 
through the large commons into the very city. We thought we 
had left London at Epsom, but the million seemed to bewailing 
for their horse-racing brethren to return. 

The moral effect of these vast assemblages, patronized as 
they are by royalty itself, (for the Queen has her stand,) it is not 
for me to speak of. The Englishman prepares his "book of bets" 
a year beforehand, and comes up yearly to offer hia incense to his 
favorite racer. We have in America very few of these sportive 
gathering. Some regard it as a great defect in our social 
oiginism Let such remember that the sum which by its genial 
heat promotes the growth ot vegetition piodnees also 1^ its 
belt the poi onons ^apor 

We have lost a day fiom the Exhibition but we wore ccm 
(ensiited by many insights into Euf^lish mann rs tnd chaiactei 
whii-h long mouths of ordmaiy residence co il 1 not j,ive We 
&iw I n tion foiaOttul of it&elf it^ lih^iih if'' g^mj md the 
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" relict radiance of its past ages," besotting itself with the 
enthusiasm of beast-racing, and the intoxication of gambling. 
CaB this be the England whose abbeys, inonumenta, and palaces 
of stone and crystal, rise so proudly in her metropolis ? Strange 
and uncouth, sounds this revel of racing, amid these hallowed 
localities, where Antiquity is a presence and a power ; as strange 
and as uncouth as would a vacant laugh or a squeaking fiddle 
amidst the diapason and " Te Deum," which rolls and swells 
along the fretted roof of the cathedral ! 
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THROUGH the kindness of our Minister, Mr. Lii 
received a ticket for the House of Oomraons. By its 
potency, I found myself at five last evening occupying (per- 
haps hy mistake) a seat in the little lobby, eonaeoted with, 
and reserved for the House of Lords. The galleries above wore 
pretty full, mostly of Americans ; for strangers from the Conti- 
nent seldom visit the ' Commons.' My company was rather 
more aristocratic than I had been accustomed to. However, 
taking a stranger's privilege, I learned from my right-hand 
man, whom I afterwards found out to be Lord Lykdhubst, the 
late Lord High Chancellor, and from those in front, one of 
whom was the Earl of Minto, late Ambassador to Rome, and 
father-in-law of tho Premier— all I wanted to know as to the 
rules and constitution of the Honse, repaying them in kind, by 
answering their queries as to ow legislative assemblies. Let 
me here say, that however exclusive the English nobility seem 
in the streets and in their houses, there is a perfect courtesy 
and urlianity among those whom I here observed. There was 
a full attendance of the Commons, and a large number of the 
upper honse present to bear the discussion on the Catholic bill. 
The House is opposite Westminster Abbey. Yon reach the 
Hall through long passages guarded by several porters. It 
is not much larger .than onr Senate room in Columbus, rather 
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longer, not so wide. There is but one desk under tie speaker's 
chair, in which three wigged gentlemen sit scribbling. The 
speaker is gowned and wigged. He is a large, red-faced, thiok- 
tongued, old Sason, full of verbosity and conBequence, He is 
the only member who has his hat off. It strikes an Amerieaa 
strangely, to see the deliberative gravity of the greatest power 
in Christendom, sitting ranged in seats, with their hats on. This 
custom will, perhaps, account for the number of bald heads 
among the English. You cannot see their eyes or faces except 
when they arise to speak. At first blush. one is apt to oondemn 
the assembly, a& a convention of stupidity and carelessness. 
Yet there is an agreeable surprise, in finding ao much ease, and 
compared to my previous fancy, so very little formality in the 
arrangement and conduct of the House. 

The preliminary business being over, a Quakei'ly dressed 
man (you might know that it is BRinHT, Cobden's free-ti'ade, 
right-hand man !) rises to complain of a trick of the Secretary 
of the Treasury, and is responded to by the Speaker. By his 
gestures you may discern where and how parties are arranged. 
On the left, upon the lowest benph, sits Lord John Russell, his 
hat down over bis head, as Punch caricatures him. Upon the 
left-hand side and near, are the supporters of the Government. 
Opposite you may see an intelligent-looking, black and curly- 
haired, neatly dressed gentleman. That is D'Ise.4E1.i, the au- 
thor of " Tancred," and the conservative leader. Just above 
him is Mr. Walfole, a rising man, who (as I was informed by 
a noble Lord) would be the conservative Attorney G-eneral in 
case of a change. This is the Tory, Protection, or Conservative 
wing. At this end, near where I sit, are the .Irish members, 
most of them in opposition just now to the Government, on ac- 
count of the " ecelesiastieal titles' bill," which is the theme for 
to-night's debate. StUl, the Irish members do not act together 
against the Government, as is indicated by the position of John 
O'Connell, that red-faced, good-natured, stumpy man just facing 
the Speaker, on neither side, He is on the fence. You may 
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tell tlie Irish members by thciv faces, wittout heaving a word 
of brogue. 

My impression, ■when first looting upon this scene, waa one 
of deep disappointment. It is cruel to have one's anticipations 
crushed so suddenly, when there is crushed with them so much 
of greatness, splendor, and ability, which have ever been asso- 
ciated in the mind with the English Parliament. I said to my- 
self almost bitterly, " Is this the famous Parliament wherein 
81E Edward Coke, Selden, Pkymne, Harry Vahe, Pym, 
Hampden, and ' Old Noll," battled the kingly prerogative of 
the Tudor and the Stuart ; declaring by charters and bills of 
right, ' Apologies' and remonstrances, that there was no other 
source of legislation or revenue, than this their own Commons, 
one of the estates of the realm, whose laws could brook no ' dis- 
pensing' from kingcraft? Is this stupid-looking, hat-wearing, 
vociferating body, the same ordeal through which St. John, by 
the persuasion of his eloquence, and the force of his invective, 
and throiigh which the young cornet Pitt, by the command of 
his eloqnence entered the portals of power, to lose it by becom- 
ing respectively Eolingbroke and Chatham— lords yet more 
than peCTS of the upper house? Is this the forum where En- 
MrND Burke displayed the riches of his lore and the glory of 
his imagination — where Sheridan electrified the house with his 
wit? where North, the Palinurus of the State, slept through 
the assaults of the best genius of England, leaving his haughty 
Bolioitor and attorney to pilot his sleeping course and defend 
his waking course ? Is this the theatre where George Cakhing, 
whose statue I just passed in the twilight, starred his short 
season of ministerial power — where the younger Pitt, by severe 
and never-failing logic, held so long the rule of British politics 
during its severest storms — where Fox " graced the fervor " of 
the hour, by winged words which bore the spirit of great deeds? 
Can it be that in this assemblage there still lives a single 
breath of the old vitality, which made, to my mind, the English 
House of Commons the finest arena for intellectual tilting the 
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world has witneased, since Athena toasted her Agora witli her 
Pei'iclea and Demoathones ; or Home her forum with lier Tally 
and Hortenaius ? Is thia the scene of Wilkes and liia agita- 
tion ? Waa it here that tke proud shade of Junius hovered, to 
collect the rays of that reason and indignation wherewith to 
illumino the Englisli oonatitntion and consume its enemies? 
It was here that my throbbing heart expected to find fulfilled 
Burke's graceful idea of sovereignty, " modest splendor, unas- 
suming state, mild majesty, and sober pomp." 

Scarcely had the debate on the Popery bill began, before all 
these reflections were put to rout by a moTement of the parlia- 
mentary appetite. There was a ruah after— supper. An Irisb 
member, Mr. Kbynolds, formerly Lord Mayor of Dublin, hit 
the incident off very happily. He arose, as Ireland generally 
does, amid groans of " Oh !" He perceived that some Hon. 
members were anxious to dine. A celebrated English poet had 
said that " wretches hang that jurymen may dine." — Now he 
would not assert that some Hon. gentlemen would hang the 
Pope "ratter than eat their mutton cold," but he believed they 
would not hesitate to make short work in passing a bill of pains 
and penalties rather than incur that misfortune. (A laugh.) 

I waa however doomed to be diaappointed. My first impres- 
sions proved erroneous. It was my good fortune to hear what 
my informants denominated their " cl&verest" men. 

The motion pending was that of Tom Dukcombe, as he is 
familiarly known — a Radical, and a genuine trump, besides be- 
ing a handsome, black-eyed, black-haired, graceful personage. 
Mr. Buncombe had moved that the first clause of the hill, pun- 
isliing those who take titles under the Pope, he postponed until 
the House should be Ln possession of the brief, rescript, or letters 
apostolical, upon which the enacting clause waa founded ; and 
he proceeded to make what was called a decided hit, between 
wind and water. 

He poured hot shot right over the heads and into the eyes 
of the ministers charging them with deserting the principles of 
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the Emancipation Act of 1829, and denouncing tlie Preamble to 
tbe present bill compared with that of 1829, as miserable, wretch- 
ed, narrow-minded and pettifogging. The speech was directed 
to the subject of the motion. He contended that mere public 
notoriety, or " common clamor" (to use the Sason} was not the 
evidence for grave legislation. This speech called out the legal 
advisers of the governiuent, who played the game of stave-off 
nicely. The Solicitor tteneral is a tall, white-headed, good- 
natured man, of imperfect enunciation. Indeed, I noticed that 
very few of the speakers failed to stutter a good deal. — P'Isra- 
ELi was a perfect stammerer throughout. What he said was 
pointed, but his manner was very indifferent. The most grace- 
ful elocution was that of Mr. Walpole, whose finely woven words 
trilled musically upon the ear, as he tendered the conservative 
force to the government, by which they are enabled to pass their 
bill. But EoEBTTCK is the Slasher of the Parliament. He does 
not mince matters quite so much. — Every other member has 
his " right honorable and learned friend from so-and-so," over 
twenty times in a ten minutes' speech. Boebuck cuts to the 
marrow every thrust. His imder lip curls over in scorn ; but he 
met more than his match in the tall, gray-whiskered, courtly, 
precise and business-like Home Secretary, Sia &eoroe Grey. 
He looked to me the ablest man in the Cabinet. Lord John 
Russell made a short and very pointed speech, displaying both 
tact and good nature. He always comes in to the help of his 
adjutants when they are pushed to the wall, and leads them off. 
The Premier of England, whom I had a good opportunity to see, 
is a little man with a high forehead, bright eyes, and hair some- 
what minus, but straggling over his face. He sits perfectly 
quiet, with his countenance under deep shadow, so that it is 
impossible to tell whether the arrows strike home or not. 

Let me not fail to commend the brevity and pith of the 
English speakers. Up they start in a twinkling, the hat coming 
off Bimultaneously. They preamble little, but shoot right at the 
white ; reserve their antithetic brilliance for the conclusion. 
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whicli is hardly uttered, before tlie tat is on and tliey drop ! If 
you should put a pistol hall througli the heart, you could not 
bring them down cjuickor. There is no loud bawling in speak- 
ing, save among the Irish. But the cheers, cries of " hear^' 
and at times the perfect Babelism of the House, is as comical as 
it is novel to an American. Tittlebat Titmouse, when he imi- 
tated a menagerie, was accounted, for that purpose, an efficient 
M. P. I oan now understand the elocLuence of Tittlebat's zoologi- 
cal demonstration. When his untimely groan caused a ministry, 
in the full tide of power, to resign, he reached i 
parliamentary celebrity whoUy unprecedented ; because i 
but Tittlebat could ever have had the insensibility n 
the occasion. But the clamor is soon over. The member either 
takes advantage of the cheers and iaterjeotions, or never heeds 
them. 

The Irish members seemed anxious to find out if government 
intended to put the Popery bill in force in Ireland. The bill 
is general, and includes Ireland. They could get no direct 
response ; although Mr. Keogh, a witty and able speaker, 
pressed them closely. 

During the debate I was startled by a cry from one of the 
wigs, of " strangers, withdraw I " Then, just as we were about 
to leave, the cry was " order," and the first command withdrawn. 
Directly on finishing the debate on Buncombe's motion, the 
command was repeated. We all went into a lobby, while a 
division of the House was called. It was a novel procedure. 
As it was explained to me, the members all march out, then 
march in ; while at two points their vote is registered. This 
process lasted about a half an hour, the bell in the mean time 
ringing in absentees. I undertook to commend our plan of 
taking the ayes and noes ; but I believe that even oui' plan has 
been improved by a Yankee. 

During the discussion an odd procedure took place. A wig 
and gown appeared at the door of the House, accompanied by a 
lawyer. His queue trembled with conscious importance, as it 
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moved up tlie aisle. Out jumped from & large ciiair, a little 
man ia black tights with a big sword 1 Pretty soou, down 
maiclied an officer with a large gilded instrument : 

" May I be permitted to inquire, sir, if that — that — stick 
yonder, is — Cromwell's bauble — the mace ? " 

'■ You're quite right, sir. It's the bauble — ha ! ha I You 
Americans don't pay much respect to such legislative symbols !" 

Tho man with the mace and sword marolied the others np 
to the Speaker, who mumbled over aomething. It was doubt- 
less a message from the upper house, I could see in it, though 
disguised, the original of our own modus operandi. The mace 
was carefully laid out of sight, and I much edified. 

From the vote given, one may see what the Parliament of 
England is about. Eor some months past they have debated, 
and for some months to come they will debate, a measure of 
penalty, which a new rescript of tho Pope may avoid ; and 
which, when enacted, wili serve as an excellent mode of perse- 
outing into the Catholic Church a goodly number of Her Majes- 
ty's loyal subjects. It sounded strange to my ears, to hear tbo 
old statutes oi pretiiunire, and other obsolete enactments of the 
tim.e of Richard II., quoted iu this English Parliament and in 
this nineteenth century, as precedents for present legislation 
against Pio Nono Papa ! Titus Oatcs is not dead yet. The 
Premier lately declared his belief in a Popish plot to subvert 
the liberties of the people ; and upon this belief, and a harmless 
letter making Dr. Wiseman an ecclesiastical officer of an English 
locality, is to be based a law of intolerance, which even Jamea 
II. would have been ashamed to sanction. When will England 
learn the beautiful truths of free toleration ! When will she 
leave accountability in spiritual matters to Gron aloiio5 When 
will she learn the significance of the first Amendment to the 
Constitution of the United States, in its application to human 
societies of divers religions and sects: "Congress shall make 
no law respecting an establishment of religion, or prohibiting 
the free exercise thereof" 
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But we would not judge her harahly from wliom we have 
received such rich legacies of political wisdom. Well we know 
that the ecclesiastical polity of England has been growing for 
ages, and intertwisting its fibres witK her civil polity. To pull 
it down, both must be nptom. For that event England is not 
yet prepared. Time is the innovator in England, With a Queen 
so young and popular, and to whom we may almost ipply the 
adulatory poetry of Lord Coke (the only poetry h m 

mitted,) to Queen Elizabeth, that, as the " ro tb j n 

among flowers, and smelleth more sweetly when t plu k 1 
from the branch, so I may say and justify, th t 1 hy j t 
desert, is the queen of queens, not only by royal d nt 1 t ly 
roseal beauty also," — with such a Queen the loyal spirit of Eng 
land is blindly enamored. The disfranchised and tax-ridden 
millions, and the poor, who also number by millions, must still 
cry to Heaven for relief; for England's hat and hurrah will go 
up for Victoria so long as she wields the sceptre. This loyalty 
operates to stem reform. 

Give England an unpopular head, such as she had in the 
time of JrNins, and Truth and Justice will no longer become 
hollow words to " make earth sick and Heaven weary," and reli- 
gious toleration may ingraft some of our own features upon the 
Constitution of England. 
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'■TUe life of man is mndi behoHen to tho meohmloal Aria ; tliota being msny things con- 
dnclDg to tbe ornament of relf^on, io the grace or civil dlsclpUae, sad to the heantlfflns ot 
all human kind, ptodncsil ont of their treasiiraa." Bacon. 

AFTEE the rural racing jaunt of yesterday, we are again on our 
way to tho Great Exhibition. Wo pass the barracks, around 
which we see red-ooats keeping eentinol. On the walls is writ- 
ten, in big letters of chalk, so that the wayfaring man, though a 
fool, can read ; " You hloody Saxons ,-" ajid directly under it ; 
" No tloody popery ! " Thus do the chance scribblings of the 
" vulgar " show the efFervesoence of the public mind. These two 
signs upon the house of Force — do they not state the question 
which was debated the other" night by England's best minds ? 
Write that debate out, and boil it down, and it is still "bloody 
Sason " and " bloody Popery." 

We should be, indeed, culpable, if before we reach the pa- 
lace, we failed to notice the elegant gates and delightful gardens 
which adorn Hyde Park. This Park is 360 acres, or more, in 
area. It has many gates. The most costly and beautiful is tho 
principal entrance. It cost over seventy thousand pounds alone. 
It is of the most oxr[uisite carving, and forms a fitting portal to 
ao spacious and inviting a spot. Nearly all of this part of Lon- 
don has been built within ten years. Lofty mansions, cities of 
squares, crescents, terraces, noble streets and avenues, fine 
churches and groat gardens, ore all about ua. Lots of land 
whioh, in the early part of the last century, brought $60 rent 
per year, now bring $60,000. 
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But the Exhibition opens, "We enter aX the east eiitraiiee, 
finding the United States at work fitting iip its department. We 
trust in the end our Union will make a fit and appropriate show. 
The Times, in speaking of our meagre eolleotion, makes this re- 
mark ; " They don't 'whip all nature hollow,' hut they haYe sev- 
eral very interesting machines, and the uaefal character of their 
display as a whole, forms areally striking contrast to the showy 
attributes of the national industries developed around them." 
It is true. There is not so miich to catch the eye hy the gairish 
display of oar contribution. While crowds sui-round the Queen 
of Spain's crown and bracelets, with their jewelled splendors — 
while the Indian elephant-saddles have their hosts about them 
— while the Prench silver and porcelain tea-service, wrought into 
every modification of beauty, catoh the sight — while the great 
English carpet, woven by the fifty loyal ladies of London for 
the Queen, has its throng of admirers — while the Tunissian 
pack-saddles and brocade costumes, the Milan sculpture, the 
Wurteraberg stuffed animals, the French tapestry, (oh ! how 
magnificently regal I) each and all are cynosures fOr eager gaaers, 
our American collection boasts of the utih, non dulce. 

I spoke of Hobbs, the look king, in a former chapter. I met 
him to-day, and he explained his lock, which is on exhibition. 
It is a permutating look. The key makes the lock. The mod- 
ifications which may be made in it are only 1,307,654,358,000 I 
It would take a person more than a Methuselah's age to use 
these mutations. He opened the lock and explained its intri- 
cate complexity. It is a wonder, and excites attention in the 
United States department only next to the Greek Slave. 

Upon this day we began to visit the nations in the east end 
of the building, skipping Russia, whose articles are detained by 
Baltic ice, and commencing with the G-erman states aodcr the 
Zollyerein. A fine piece of statuary representing the Bac- 
chStntes, attracts our attention, ■while,,'a8 if firing at the tipsy 
followers of the vine-god, is pointed a splendid gun, glittering 
like a mirror. Next comes an exact imitation of the towers of 
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Heidelberg, complete to the smallest rock. We have a model 
of Niagara Falls here, hut it is a miserable one, affording no ade- 
quate idea of the extent of the fall. It is spread over some 
miies, consequently the cataract looks puny enough. 

Pi-uasia has one of the most entrancing rooms in the palace. 
It is lit with colored glass, all figured richly with reoesaea 
around, wherein is arranged statuary, paintings, and porcelain 
frames. "We noticed a chess-hoard, costing $15,000, carved out 
of silver, set with jewels, and each knight, king, queen, and 
bishop, a perfect gem of cai'ving in itself 

Prince Albert's birth-place, Rosenau Castle, in Sase Cobwrg, 
had its model — a most bewitching piece. The German lasses 
were waltzing upon the green sward, while a German holiday 
had gathered its thousands about the castle. While seeing so 
many fine representations of scenery, and knowing how muni- 
ficent nature has spread her beauties in my own American land) 
could I help wishing for some of Cole's landscapes of Hudson or 
Susquehanna scenery! Could I help wishing for a faithftil 
portrait of that nature which Bryant, in a sonnet to the painter, 
reminds him before going to Europe, to bear uppermost in his 

"Lone lukcB, Bavamiiis whore the bison roves, 
B«DkB rich with sumniei' gurlanda, solemn sti'eama : 
Skies where tbe desei't ei^le wheels and aereHoie, 
Spring bloom and autnmn blaze of bountlless gi'oves." 

Instead of these, the observer meets with model towers and 
ruins, churches, and opera houses, arid even models of Swiss 
scenery. How we longed to see the lofty originals of the latter. 

I observed in a large glass case, a magnificent representa- 
tion of Alpine scenery, wherein at a glance was combined every 
form of sublimity and terror, of loveliness and beauty. The 
proximity is singular. Upland valleys of softest verdure repose 
sweetly at the foot of the eternal glacier. Huge anowy peaks, 
ready for an avalanche, frown over delicious spots of pastoral 
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quietude, while horrid gorges yawn witL silence and desolation, 
near the flowery marge of meadows. 

Leipsic, with her hooka, Saxony, with her wool, and long 
courts of velvets, cloths, and satins, must lead us out into the 
nave again. Perhaps in the multiplicity of Gfermaa infinity, 
you may notice that button trophy, with 21,300 varieties glis- 
tening like a miniature universe under the clear light. 

We are called to refreshments by the whispers of the tired 
body. That finished, can you help stopping a moment to look 
at those Indian ivory chairs, that couch of gold, that Eka, or 
one-horse chariot % Shall we not wonder at the Sancsrit liter- 
ature in Persia — venture within that Turkish canopy of blue 
with another tent within, filled with its long hangings of silver 
laces 3 

The Mosaic of Italy, is certainly one of the most wonderful 
things in the Eshibition. Large centre-tables arc thus form- 
ed, with landftapes and figures, whose perfection shames the 
pencil The Coliseum, Romulus and Remus, the Forum, and 
other (Ufsn, memories and scenes, are thus preserved ia undying 
freshness of beauty. I know there is no great utility in these 
costly Mosaics ; but taking this branch of labor, at its lowest 
value, as a mere source of pleasure from the love of imitation 
or representation of agreeable objects, it nevertheless becomes 
tho remembrancer of scenes of thrilling interest. It is the ele- 
gant accomplishment, by which homes are emhollislied. It en- 
ters into the sisterhood of arts, bound hy a common bond — the 
culture of the human, through the influence o£ the divine, which 
ever dwelleth in the pure, the fair, and the beautiful ! 

What object is that upon the point yonder, which requires 
a glass to perceive it ? Ha ! ha ! Can it be ? A cherry-atone 
with twenty-five portraits on ono side, and St. George fighting 
the dragon, sculptured on the other ! " 'Tis sure as any thing 
most true." Look for yourself ! Italy has at least the palm 
in microscopic beauty, although yon Herculean G-odfrey, from 
Brussels, in the nave, bears away the guerdon for muscular 
might I 
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We miglit fill pages thus depicting each object — which in 
itself perhips was a study of years for the artist — but to which 
we d J lilt give IS many amiTite?. Passing by the statuary of 
Hero and Le-indei whi*'h the mournful music from the gallery 
seems to lender mnie lad, we enter the French tapestry room. 
There is the French trophy I That hanging, so dazzling in 
color, so striking in design, at which the eye blenches — cost 
twenty six men eight years labor. That is an object for an 
industrious exhibition I It 19 of course from Gobelins, 

France is not alone la belle France. The finest collection 
of philosophical and surgical instruments arc hers. False legs 
and arms, and every aid to injured humaaity is hers. Not alone 
does she excel in Lyons silks and laces, but in kitchen ranges 
and physical sciences. Like her character is her eshihition of 
industry. Confectionaries of rarest temptation sweeten near 
" drams, guns, trumpets, blunderbusses, and thunder," Steam 
engines revolve in beauty, whose polish almost emulates that of 
her dazzling mirrors ! Wigs, in profusion, are within hearing 
distance of harps, fiddles, flutes, and pianos. A very medley ia 
France, a serious comedy, a laughing tragedy. 

We have done for to-day ; yet much of the Eastern entrance 
and galleries are not glanced at. Wo go away stunned, as be- 
fore, at the iimmensity of this exposition of toil. Truly the 
dwarf man, " behind his engine of steam, can remove mountains," 
What a mine of meaning is there in the remarks of Lord Bacon, 
which we have prefixed to this chapter ; yet even his compre- 
hension, which almost became prophecy, could not grasp such a 
stupendous illustration of their truth as is here enshrined. What 
an ingathering of the world's daily experience is here I Even so 
feeble a sketch as this will enable the intelligent reader to form 
some idea of the wondrous world we live in. 

ijjim we visit the home of industry. It is Saturday, ard 
ingress cinnot be had until noon, by which time a great con- 
c u ie has c Uectcd. A rush is made, during which examples 
cf Eu^l sh luieness, especially toward the gentler sex, is so 
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common, as to excite tte remark and contempt of every well- 
bred stranger. 

The palace is filled at once, as if from a Imndred sluices^ 
with all kinds of people. InTalida, even, in their conveYanoea, 
are drawn tl rough the ou ts Pa nters anl d awers are pe hed 
here and the e opy nj, the a t clea ind Bcenes Pol men are 
taking their stat ono Eel ooiti a e lru.h ng ofl tl duat from 
the articles. Paxton wa^i at a loss fo i leiner to the hu Id ng 
and invented at great exp nse of t me and m nej hundred 
housemaid-! owe broon fo the pur].ose He found after the 
first day's espe en e that the lo ^ sweej ng til na of the lad es 
pei-formed the ofliee to a n eety 

I began t i y w th F ance on the soathem a de Am d 
the jewelry h h huno as f o a ly nedseerued some 
clocks, fashione 1 cu o sly out of t ees n the br'in hes of wh ch 
chirped, fluttered anl leaped tion bough to bough t cho r of 
birds. There were sone jeok ng ■it be ties others n the ne^t 
but all pervade 1 by a, v vac ty whi h at hrst glance -ide the 
illusion perfect 

Here, to w aw the rare t fr ut p e e f por ela n ] a t n^, 
which ever i 1 f,! ted the n Ihe grapes and otho lu c o 

fruitage bun^ t on a j,ol le f an o work wl le tul [ t and g 
lands of every flower seemed to h de an angel of form so ethe 
real, and with shad ng so softene 1 and 1 ght so mellowed is to 
enthral the fancy Tapestry ov rl ung all Further 1 wo and 
into the nave, is a fine piece of statuary, representing Love aciz- 
zoring off the claws of a lion; allegorizing the French sentiment: 

Amour, Amour qviand tu nous tien, 
Oil peut biea dire — Adieu PjTideace. 

Silver service, pictures raised, and interminable vistas of dry 
goods, we fly fi-om, to find refuge in the arms of Belgium, which 
are spread just above the nest department. Hero are chimney 
pieces, with carvings exquisite. Nesta of little Cupids and 
flower bas-reliefs surround us. On move we with the crowd, 
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until tlie Austrian statuary room receives us. Wliat a aweet 
piece is that nun, yeiled with marhle, and in very truth realizing 
Wordsworth's line, 

brentMeas in adovatJoD. 

The effect of a veil of marble, dimly showing the beautiful cast 
of countenance, is indeed a triumph of the chisel. 

The machinery department has been slighted. My foolisli 
eye Las been caught by gauds, as " larks by looting-glasses." 
Imagine a vast vista of convolving, revolving, intertwisting, gy- 
rating, perpendioul arizing, horizontalizing, and whirlygigging 
generally ; yet all playing as silently as polished steel, well 
oiled, can go, and as gracefully as the stir 

" Of a Bwnn'a neck among tlio livisliee ;" 

and you have a glance at the engine-room with its contents. 
Here on our right is a new locomotive runnning by atmosphere ; 
there is, also, an improved "feather" paddle -wb eel, with two 
shafts, one within the other, the inner one a screw j the set of 
paddles, as they rise out of the water, turning so as to find no 
resistance, and presenting their edge to the air. Miniatui'e en- 
gines of every form, are in motion, and the machinery so bright 
as to reflect, in itself, its own motion. A steam engine with a 
moveable cylinder seemed a singular piece of adaptedness of 
means to end. Needle machines were at work, washing and dry- 
ing machines, hydraulic pumps, machines for dressing stone, (from 
Besting !) diving-bells, already in the bottom of the mock sea, 
and, last, printing-machines of many kinds, all in operation. 
The "Illustrated News" is struck off at the rate of over 5,000 to 
the hour. From four points the paper issues. The exhibition 
ia thus rapidly illustrating itself to the wide world. But to my 
unpractised eye, the looms and mules and the other machinery 
for weaving, are the most wonderful. Large laces and splendid 
table-linen, costly cloths and cheap cottons, alike come forth 
from the swift-flying shuttle, amid a maze of rotation, driving 
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and Bpringmg, the machinery performing every motion and 
intricacy from which power is evolved and comforts multiplied. 
This, amid the roar of water-falls, the buzz and hum, the click 
and clatter, the throbbing, glittering and dancing of wheels, is all 
dependent upon steam power, which is hidden from the eye. Is 
there not here a magic beside which Aladdin was a duncCj and 
the old enchanter, Morliu, a booby? Hurrah! fortheageof 
steam wonder ! Pyramids and Pantheons, G-othic buildings and 
Babylon gates, should sink into oblivion beside this steam-cen- 
tury, with its palace of Industry. 

The west end, in the gallery, to which, with the help of 
fancy, you are transported, is now filled with prisms flung 
by the colored glass between you and the setting suu. You 
have passed royal couches, with Aurora and Somnus earvod and 
painted, all golden and glittering. You have passed intricate 
mazes of food, seeds, woods, and fabrics, from Scotland and other 
parts of Great Britain. You glance at the naval glory of Britain, 
represented by her innumerable models, with the Battle of Tra- 
falgar to top the group. Tou observe that centrifugal machine, 
illuatratmg the planetary motions completely. At last, relieved, 
you stand upon the threshold of — start not I It is only the 
organ, near which you are unconsciously standing. It strikes 
up, with four men to blow, and three to play. As I am a living 
soul, its thundering sound made the — yes, believe it, Rochester- 
knocking credulity— it made the Univeese tremble ! 1 I have 
told some things which unsophisticated Buckeyes rarely see, 
and can hardly imagine ; but I was not under oath then. Now 
I am. I distinctly swear that I saw Jupiter quake amid his 
satellites, Venus tremble in her sandals, and Mars in his boots, 
Saturn shake in his ring, and the Sun itself start from hia sphere, 
as the flood of sound rolled out of the organ and upon the— 
orrery ! 

While observing this phenomenon, which Hcrschel must 
explain, the organist struck up Yankee Doodle ! My heart beat 
hot and queer. I felt the Declaration of Independence and a 
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coiiplo of Bunker Hills rising in my bosom. As such feelings 
were iueonsistent witli this temple, dedicated to peace, and as I 
was a delegate from Oiiio to the World's Peace Convention, I 
prudently retired out of the British domain and seated myself 
again at the transept, to take a last look before going to the 
Continent. 

At the four comers there are crowds, looking down on 
Jhrongs beneath, moving in and out under canopies, and into the 
courts. Opposite is a large glass chandelier, almost the coun- 
terpart of the fountain, which, with its sisters three, are making 
melody by graceful water jets amid the palm and flower groves 
below. The sight woos the thirst, and the hum almost sinks 
one in a " swound," like a murmur of bees. White as ghosts, 
the long lines of statuary guard the little apartments, with varied 
hangings suspended from their roofs. Away down on either 
hand is seen one living stream moving amid gorgeousness, and 
under glancing sunlight. 

How many hearts beat within those vital frames, the mechan- 
ism of which, comparable with nothing in this vast theatre of 
ingenuity, is hidden from the eye I How many immortal souls 
aj^ here intent on seeing— -seeing — seeing ; forgetful of every 
thought as to the wondrous mind-mechanism which evolved all 
these wonders. " Ye fools and blind I for whether is greater, 
the gold, or the temple which sanctifleth the gold ?" The gold 
must perish, the temple and its spirit survives. 

Wrap those moving bodies in the silks of yon pagoda ; or 
bury thom amid the glitter of those Indian gold cloths, but they 
will not stay. Those flowers may be renewed by the genial 
breath of spring ; those bodies, of form so radiant, must lie in 
" eold obstruction," Sun-ound theix tombs with the bronze and 
stone which line the nave ; their memory is soon erased by the 
footstep of time. Yet this undying mind is perpetual. It lives 
through its creations. Nation to nation, man to man, hands 
down, the results of the vigilant life. Who can tell what 
thoughts have been here developed to bless the race ? What 
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ideas of beauty suggested, what cordialities cultivated to deco- 
rate this world of tears? 

Behold below, a world's representatives interlacing thcm- 
fielvoa. As Sliakspeare has it i 

" No man living 

Can say (Ais is my wife, there; all are woven 
So Btrangely in one piece." 

Listen to the hum of speech; look to the produce of thought. 
Hear ye not therein the shuttle of kindness flying fi'om heart to 
heart, weaving its viewless warp and woof into one sublime fab- 
ric, many-hued as that tapestry, intricate as that mechanism ; a 
fabric fit to be hung from the battlements of heaven, between 
the sins of man and the majesty of God I 

The sun is sinking toward America. Its slanting radiance 
kisses the concave crystal. The statues in the transept fling 
long shadows down the nave. The thousand glitters of the glass 
are reflected from jewels and glass within. What jf all the minds 
here represented by their results were gathered into a common 
mental palace, so transparent that the moat profound thought of 
each and all could be perceived ; the astronomer sweeping the 
sky with that telescope, down to the humble Airican who made 
yon miserable human image ; the genius of the sculptor bodying 
forth his esquisite ideal in stainless Parian, embracing the tiny 
thoughtlet of him who mechanically turns a machine which 
thinks for him ; could we not then approximate toward the idea 
of an Omniscient Reason, in the largest sense of that term ? Yet 
these — all these — are the varied product of His baud, modified 
through the contaminated reason of man I 

With such reflections half saddening the spirit, and with a 
curiosity to see the delightful environment of Hyde Park which 
surrounds the palace, 1 am led to the open air, to be freshened 
into new life by the side of a river of beauty — the Serpentine, 
set in emerald A massive stone bridge aroheo it, over which 
arc passing riowdf, fiom the exhibition, hoispmen practising in 
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the park, and coaches drawn by blooded horses. Soldiers and 
policemen are around here, as they are everywhere in London. 
Before us spreads the stream, with its water-fowl, ducks and 
swans. Sharp-pointed hoats dart from under the- bridge, and 
skim away as gracefully as the water-fowl themselves. A few 
sail boats shoot ifi and ont, as if playing amid the splendid elms 
which' line the stream, and which in clumps all through this park 
throw their shadows deep and inviting, "Walks are distributed 
about in negligent precision. Boys with water spaniels and 
mimic ships are laughing away merry May hours in their pas- 
times. But these elms, how perfect each one appears ! It is 
remarkable to one used to seeing nature in her unpruned, care- 
less dress, how much like leafy architecture a noble tree may be 
made. 

A perfect study for the Painter is each old elm, its long 
branches intertwisted neatly and gracefully; its shadows and 
lights conspicuous as those iu a Gothic Minster ; bending over 
to its sustaining mother, the earth, with a freight of foliage, and 
bestowing upon her verdurous bosom a rich gift of shade. 

Far off, before me, yet clear as if in reach, stands the Duke 
"Wellington in bronze, upon his lofty steed against the blue sky. 
Here come some of his class-^ — a troop of soldiers in hats nearly 
as big as themselves. The lofty towers of Apsley House, the 
Duke's residence, are about his monument. Let the eye skim 
around to the right, until it meets between the trees the glit- 
tering palace, full of its throbbing life and myriad illustrations 
of life-results. At least tenscore of flags — white, blue, red and 
variegated, waver to the mild wind ; while the transept at both 
ends is surmounted proudly with England's ensign 100 feet 
above the concave ! The colors of the iron work are but dimly 
seen from here, yet most gratefully do they task the eye. The 
Park is speckled for miles with gajly-dressed women and sol- 
diers. — Sheep, too, lazily lie about the lawns. Just behind yon 
trees, shut in by a gate guarded by soldiers, are at least count, 
SOO carriages and tlicir liveried attendants, awaiting the pleasure 
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of their mastei'S and mistreasea,- — " Thanlc God," I meatally 
ejaculated, " I am no man's man," Gonld we not put these 
tight-leggod, gold-tipped, hat-laced, powder-headed, bow-scraping, 
velvet-pawed "footmen and drivers to a better account in Ohio % 
Make men out of them, albeit apparent manikins now? They 
do not know any better, If they could oaly/ee^ what it Is to have 
a f ee hea t he f beneath tl ^ meanest vesture — but Pshaw ! 
AltPwust IbVltPw 1 E gland's aris- 
t ywllh twt tlf dgdt which would 
kkth \ \ jjtf b hfth Constitution, 

I p h p t t th L k f m tl g ble growth of 
t th bl ^ wth f tl Id k tty h ggy, twisted, 

tl B_c t ft th y h t d Th y have been 

Ik t m g 1 d t t 

Btw tbggh wd Hvighid farewell 

t th gl P k tl gr f 1 h m I have just 

1! 1 t th b k d f d t th C y t 1 P 1 ce, in which 

whllf hb m ItkfA ctoria gate, 

th th lb t H mi t d d Th scenes, how- 

th 1. glish P k m t m w tt Jme forever, 

O ly d wb k tl t f f ds are along, 

to see the same beauties and enjoy the same delights which we 

have, in this Park. Would that my descriptions could convey 

ono tenth of the satisfaction to my readers which I have felt 

within its bound. 
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And quell all angry and frfjiLrLuDS thougbts." 

THBEE are two spots to be visited before leaving England, 
tbat deserve especial mention. Tbey bave often been de- 
scribed ; but every traveller obsei-ves tbem under peculiar oir- 
cumstanceB Westminster Abbey and Dover Heii^iits — classic 
a. t d til t tb II t tb m t b t? 

S bb tl w t t Cbui ii W tm t . It was a 

m m t wl w p d b tb tl t ibling arcb, 

d t dtht bl pi BI k d t kd with age; 

w tl tb t y d Ij t d d by t m ; tbe very 

m g f bl d w W tm t Abbey stands 

f dly bf tl ytl Ittptt tereet upon 
Eglbg d W tl ttmdtftb consecrated 
f b — 1 I w tb ! b 1 d tbe soulp- 

t Ifm td tbtmbftbb df, eat, lifelike, 
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not tear my eyea from the inscriptions around. We stood near 
the poets' comer, I turned aboiit, and the first name I saw wi« 
Garriok. There he stood, the English Roscius — parting the 
marble tapestry, revealing the bust of Shakspeare ; while below 
him ate female figures, one of Comedy, fitting on the sock ; the 
other of Tragedy, with dishevelled hair. It was a fine piece of 
sculpture ; but it could not detain the eye long. Next I saw 
the name of Camden ; then Sir Geopprey Kneller ; then the 
monument of Majob. Andre ; then that erected by Massachu- 
setts Colony to General Howe. Prom my position, I could not 
see much of the poets' comer, although standing near. But whose 
monuments are those, heavy with dust, their images in repose, 
apart from the ordinary tombs of knights and abbots ? These 
are the royal line of England. 

Service over, which was performed by a large, hearty minis- 
ter, who apparently enjoyed a fat living, and who preached about 
making self-sacrifices and cross-bearing — ^we leave. We are 
permitted to pass out along the damp, cold tombs, beneath and 
around us. Here lie abbots bnried in the tenth and eleventh 
centuries. The statue of Charles James Fox reposing, with 
certain forma about him, is conspicuous. These forms are in- 
tended to he emblematic of his services in the cause of negro 
emancipation. They represent negroes, with all the appurte- 
nances of curly hair, flat nose, large lips and low brows ; but 
they are in lohite marble ! They kneel at the feet of Pox, rais- 
ing the whites of their eyes (done to the life) in thankfulness to 
their benefactor. The taste, thus developed, is questionable. 
Indeed, it almost confirmed an idea long pondered, that the 
province of the chisel lies exclusively in the Ideal realm. The 
pure forms of the stainless marble seem to require a spirituality, 
such as speaks from the lip, and in the mien of the Apollo 
Belvidere, or such as dwells in the gentle melancholy of the 
Greek Slave. 

The panting heart left the immense repertory of the glorious 
dead, thrilled to its minutest fibre. The long corridors open 
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before the eye, displaying monumenta that defy the tooth of 
Time, but in vain. Every where you see its crumbling, corrod- 
ing power. The very birds, as if in mockery of man, have built 
nests in the streaked and dai'k walls, and sing amid decay. 

When we return to England, Westminster shall be again 
visited and fully described. Our route is now directly for Pai-is, 
by way of Dover. Let the traveller remember to arrange his 
time of leaving London, so as to come down to Dover by day, 
and remain some hours before the boat departs for Calais, if he 
would fis in everlasting freshness the incidents of " Lear," of 
which the white, tall cliffs of Dover formed so prominent a part 
of the tempestuous scene. 

Before we were ready for it, our cars dashed into the bowels 
of Sbakspeare's Cliff, and, after rumbling awhile, darted out 
again into the sweet May-shine. Behold! the sea speckled with 
vessels and the dim whiteness of the French coast in the dis- 
tceA wt dwthtwre shut out from that 

k iw 1 Th ndeed is the glory of 
^ 1 Id Gl t alleged to have stood. 

i \ w f t hmg car to say, " Here's 

1 11 1 y t w t ly realize Shakspeare's 

fid y h feht high that the crows 
b tl d the sapphire-gatherer 

h 1 d W saw persona on the cliff's 
fill t p 11 1 riosterl) whose Lillipu- 
k t! p t d 2 1 on most vividly. 
TJ d tl "d t f I t f the " Gun," we travers- 

ed the ground wheie poor Tom waa lojld," and where Cor- 
delia redeemed the womau nature of the olden British time. 

Dover lies under the iicwn of the blanched cliffs in a semi- 
circular form ; her baysuriounded withboits, and the beach lined 
with bathing wagons. The town is not large, but looks neat. 
Long paved walks, made of a composition of coal, tar and sand, 
(quite an ideal) are in fiont it the beaUi, along which Beats 
are ranged. The shore is yet faithful to the description of 
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Shakspeare ; for I wandered along it, to Teriiy that the " mur- 
muring surge on the unnumbered idle pebbles beats." And as 
the Buvge rolls up its tribute of water and thunder, and recedes, 
the tiny multitudinous pebbles rattle iway most distinctly and 
musically It could not be beard so b gb as o!d Gloster 

We went upon tbe cliff bt-tweca Dover Castle and Shak 
Bpeares eliff ly a tunnel and stiirwaj Theie are three itiii 
ways lea Jug up t J the foit on this bill ^bab could empty a 
goodly number ot men m case of invaBion Indeed Dover 
is perfectly prepwed foi that event The Cistlo is the highest 
point and within the bosom of tb^t clifl are trap door^ atiir 
ways and diveie othci airangen ents to deeoy an enemy m then 
topple it over or stifle it with poison The tace of this cliff 
looks like I great prison its huge towers risii g m the upper 
air and its 3ion bound windows in btisli eontiist witb the white 
beauty of tbi, surface whiok white beauty is not unadorned 
with yellow and white floweis as well ns with green foh 
ag(, Littk bouses bang upon its sides like nes>ts , and talt. 
ing of nests reminds me of the birds. If there were no other 
feature in. the scenery of England than these feathered carollers, 
it would entitle ber to tbe appellation of "merry England." 
Where do they not sing? In tbe green lanes towards Epsom, 
in the depots of the Liverpool railway, in old Cathedral towers, 
in tbe Crystal Palace ; all 

"O'ei' i-oyal London, in Insnriant May, 
"With lam])B jet twinkling," 

they sing their matin ; and here at our departing point, high 
aloof upon the Castle oliff, ring their merry twitterings, without 
the fear of big fort-cannon and gruff soldiers before their eyes. 
Tbe top of tbe eliff is a green plot finely laid out ; but tbe 
fortifications lie higher. Wo ascended only to meet the chal- 
lenge of a soldier to " stand," which we laughingly did. " You 
must obtain a pass." " But, my good sir, we are strangers." 
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"Must obey orders, sir." "la jour gun loaded?" "No,sir." 
" Then I think we may say what we pleaae and scale the ram- 
parts," He turned out to be a good-natured fellow, and obeyed 

d iii m h li g d Id TV th t 
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from the city's dust and smoke ; when we can find in the local- 
ities around, something which speaks of literary association 
and the olden time. 

The ride down was of a piece with all of the other travel- 
ling into the English country— a rural prospect of rare beauty 
from Surrey to Dover. Tunbridge furnished a fine old ivied 
tower. Another loomed up near Dover — strange old mile- 
stones down the road of time. 

TJie hour is ruug^ and our little boat made " the fire fly" in 
phosphorescent sparkles out of the straits. From certain recol- 
lections of salt water, I kept very mouse-like, until our vessel 
was moored between the long line of piles at Calais. 
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"Eatlle her 
Uore mo^callj Jlo^r than v 
or Briesot forged ber feU«ti 



IT was a moonlit midnight of the latter part of May, ttat 
found us landing at the pile-driTen harbor of Calais. We 
walked into the Custom House of Erance, hetweon cloaked and 
early grey- whiskered and mustachioed old soldiers, and amidst 
cries from baggage-men, of " pr^nez garde, Monsieur !" Well, 
the officer having esamined my paasporta, and hastily inquired 
after my family (very kind of him), most of whom (to wit, my 
wife) were named in the passport, he signified, by some outland- 
ish gibberish, that I was free to roam in the new Eepuhlio, 

We took the cars instanter. As soon as it became light, we 
found ourselves in foreign parts indeed. The houses looked 
small and old ; the ground was divided into little patches, and 
there was wanting the neat air of English rural life. There 
were few hedges. The " lay " of the country rescmbied our 
prairies very much. The fruit trees were in bloom. The dross 
of the peasants was generally blue short coats. They looked 
quite piotuvesque in the early dawn. We observed many large 
peat beds, and quantities of that essential to caloric piled about. 
Wood seems to be a scarce article. The tall, straight, Lombardy 
poplars begin to appear thick and fast. And now we see sol- 
diers, and priests, too. Nest, windmills not a few. All these 
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impressed us strangely. Tiio houses, with their earthenware 
roofs and old walls, had an antiijue look, aad these, with the 
jabber of talk among the French, told us that we were pilgrims 
indeed. 

Not so when we reached Paris. Not having our tongue iii 
as yet, to the little French we knew so imperfectly, we were com- 
pelled to address ourselves to the railroad agents, who spoke 
English. There we first began to realize the fact^ and not the 
form only, of French courtesy. As soon as we let the officers 
know that we were Republicans from America, and not English, 
how they hopped about to show ua our baggage, and even accom- 
panied ua to our hotel. Let American travellers in France not 
forget, to dispossess the minds of those who have eharge of them 
or theirs, of the idea that they are British. You ought to aco 
a Paris cabman take off a gruff John Bull, with his clmrlish 
crossness, and his shrug of discontent. 

Hot expecting to remain in Paris longer than was necessary 
to prepare our passports for Italy, wo took but small and imper- 
fect glimpses of the capital. But such as we took rewarded us 
well. How proud the French are of their capital I and they 
have reason to be. Not of their long and dirty streets, with lit- 
tle or no pavements, of which a great part of the city consists ; 
but of their Boulevards, the Luxembourg, the Champa Elysees, 
the gardens of the Tuileries, and other spots which we visited. 

Wc needed no guide. Our company being inside, I mount- 
ed the cab, and with a modicum of bad French began the duty 
of guide and interpreter, as well as of learner and teacher. — 
The shrewd eabman conld readily understand me. He drove us 
to the famous Arch of Triumph, from which we took a view of 
the city. The arch itself is worth a visit to Paris. It js erect- 
ed to honor Napoleon, his soldiers, and his victories. It is re- 
plete with carving, representing every variety of prowess by 
arms, and every mode of its consec[uent glory. Prom such a 
point I could not dwell upon detail. 

Buy a medal, or give the old lady at the entrance a gratui- 
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tous franc, and you may ascend the Arch. What a glorious pros- 
pect is here on every aide ! You will, with the aid of Gallig- 
nani's map, or with the aid of some Parisian, perceive the prin- 
cipal points of interest in the throbbing life of gayety and glory 
1 1 w In f nt a the Champa Elysees, with their fine walks, 
a at nd h 1 nd throughout, aro scattered stalla, booths, 

ad u t g th with thousands of human beings. Indeed 
t n un n m n thing, of Sundays, to see at least two hnii- 
d 1 th IS nd a mbled iu these retreats. That place of fouii- 
ta n 1 f u^ a the Place de la Concorde, You will rcognize 
one f the f unta as the original of one in the French depart- 
m nt t th G- tEshibition. Still in front are the gardens of the 
Tuilenes the Place du Carousal, with its fine arch, and the Louvre. 

But we have not time even here for particulars. Let us walk 
about the arch, to find how Paris looks generally, with its roads 
leading back to Versailles and St. Germaine, its chateaux and 
its forta. 

Then again for the cab and a minute inspection, of the Lux- 
embourg. There we confess that even Hyde Park is beaten. 
Its long rowa of statues, its elegant flower-plots, its terraces, 
its splendid fountains, its urns, its delicious umbrageousness, its 
glorioua palace, and above all, its thrilling associations with the 
great names of France, render it. thus far, the prominent object 
in onr travels. 

But what shall we say of Nfitre Dame, whose superb archi- 
tecture calls for the best and loftiest sweep of the vision % We 
drive round to wonder at the work of man in rearing such a pile, 
and at the work of Time in touching its stone with decay. We 
enter. Hushed is the air ! " Peace, be still I" the spirit of the 
place seemeth to Bay. One or two figures are in prayer at the 
other end of the Cathedral; all else seems a Sfiritital Pre- 
sence ! How high, how deep— (^eep, is the air above ! Move 
slowly and solemnly along, and gaze upon the master works of 
sacred painting to your right and left, imtil you stand before 
the altar 1 Then look upwai'd. What a Tabernacle, Great 
God ! is this for Thee % 
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In such a temple, the Almighty, if ever shrined Yisibly, 
would appear ! What mellow splendors from the many-colored 
windows meet each other midway under tke dome, and shower 
their united flood of rainhows on the scene helow ! Hore is a place 
where His Presence may be felt, even to the renewing uf life, 
to the brightening of heavenly Hope, and to the antedating o^ 
celestial felicity. Would that we could here linger, nntil tlie 
sacred atmosphere of the temple should purify our souls, and 
create a new and holier essence for the cycles of eternity I 

We almost forget that human greatness, " only not divine," 
was here enthroned, amid the pomp and circumstance of power, 
in the person of Napoleon. What songs, what breathings from 
yon old organ, what display of insignia and ceremonial obser- 
vances, what an array of military valor and pride, what crowds 
of expectant spectators then made Nfitre Dame the shrine of 
earthly ambition in its proudest worship ! 

But we pass to another scene, where an ambition and a 
greatness of another mould is celebrated, Not in loud murmurs. 
Oh I no — the tombs beneath the Pantheon weep eternal silent 
moisture over the remains of the truly great of France, " La 
Patrie," hath remembered them by a most fitting, a most tear- 
compelling, a most magnificent tribute. 

Thus has France, while erecting her memorials to victory all 
over her capital, not forgotten the immortalization of Thought, 
which endlessly wings its way down to the latest generations, 
through the works of Jier scholars and literary men ! No one can 
fail to observe, even withont visiting France, the intense feeling 
constantly fiowing out in honor of her great men. Persons, rather 
than principles are reverenced. Immortalization of renowned 
names has superseded the immortality of the soul. The latter 
is almost an obsolete, if it ever were a prevalent idea. All 
classes of tho community unite in homage to the hero. The 
very churches are built to honor humanity, not Divinity, The 
names of the citizens wiio fell in July 1830, are engraved upon 
splendid shafts ; but the principles which prompted the revolu- 
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tion and which lie at the root of all popniar sovereignity, were 
as evanescent as last Sunday's gala. Dynasties may be over- 
turned, barricade -war be declared biennially, the vivas of the 
people changed weekly ; yet the great citizens of France will 
ever receive apotheosis. The seven millions who have in 
December 1851, sustained the coup d'etat of a Bokap4rte, have 
been mostly moved by the name npon the bulletin. 

However fickle the populace of this city may be, it is cer- 
ain, that for all the revolutions of France, her Pantheon, to the 
truly great, will remain as everlasting as their fame. " Art," 
it has been well said, " is dependent on the tone of the public 
mind, as the more delicate plants on atmosphere and weather." 
It needs a general enthusiasm for beauty and sublimity, like 
that in the time of the Medici, to call forth a host of groat spi- 
rits. No less it needs the same enthusiasm to erect monu- 
ments to their memory. France has had her era of enthusiasm. 
Indeed, it is an element which never subsides in her bosom. 
We may well rely upon it to pi^otect the monuments it has 
reared. 

Tired, but not sated with Parisian spectacles, we wended our 
way to the hotel, there to experience a new mode of life, wherein 
the cafe is united to the lodging-place, where the garijon plays 
the part of the English John, and the fat fellow with a white 
sugar-loaf cap, presides over cutlets and omelettes, the very 
Zeus of Olympian cookery. You know French cookery is as 
world-famous as Yankee notions. Did you ever hear it aceount- 
de for? You did not? Here it is, from Savorin himself. 
" When the Britons, Germans, Cimmerians, and Scythians broke 
into France, they brought with them a large voracity, and sto- 
machs of no ordinary calibre. Hence Paris became an immense 
refectory." Is not that a perfect seguitur ? At any rate, we 
blessed those hungry heathen, and felt one more of the glories 
of the French capital, with an intensity, quickened bj exeroiae 
and seasoned by novelty. 

Every body has heard of a French diligence. To my ima- 
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gination, it always Iiad a piratical oast of countenance, 
swelled up ia my fancy aa a huge, lumbering, lazy, wallowing, 
wieldy, rickety vehicle, recLwiring as many guards as passeugers. 
Either this impression was erroneous, or else vehicles hav 
proved rapidly in France. Look at that huge inaBS in three 
parts, with a loading that would do honor to a regiment of don- 
keys, or a patient road-wagon in Pennsylvania, It does at first 
sight look gloomy enough, yet in every thing it seems comfor 
able. Stai't off ; and away we rattle, amid the hallooing c 
boys, the gaze of women, with the craok of the whip, (how the 
French do eternally snap their whips !) and the merry blast of 
the horn. 

Dr, Johnson thought that one of the greatest exhilarations 
life, was a start of a pleasant morning npoa an English coach. 
He might have enlarged the remark so as to comprehend hia 
Prench neighbors. Kattle-rattle — amidst the narrow lac 
the merry Parisians — down one rue, up another, past this col- 
umn, near that image — ^and at last we find the open air and a 
splendid railway station. Soon our diligence is hoisted upon 
the ears — an odd-looking genius of steam ; and without change, 
we are dashing by gardens with stone circular wells, surrounded 
by flowers, and little tracts of land out up into smaller ones, all 
smiling witli oultiyation. 

Let me remark that the land here is owned or leased in little 
tractlets ; which are subdivided into as many plots as will raise 
wheat, barley, rye, oats, grass, and vetches {a red flowering grass 
for horses, similar to our clover). They also sow tares, to cut 
them up while green, for cattle. Their stock is all confined, so 
that even fences are dispensed with. Prominent among the 
divisions of the tractlets are the twisted grape vines, trimmed 
closely, and just now tufted with verdure. The hills arc staked 
plentifully for their aid. Flax, mustard, and turnips, some of 
them in flower, are also distributed. The price of ordinary 
t labor, as I learned from our conductor, is only about 
i franc at best (19 cents) per day ; and when the laborers 
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broad ttemselves, upwards of five francs ; so that you may see 
that provisions are as higli as wages are low. 

To any one used to tlio big, fenced fields of the West, these 
little divisions of a tenth or twentieth of an acre, which appear 
even to the sunmits of the highest hills, in oblong form, and 
many-colored, present a strange appearance, and remind one of 
the patchwork quilts made from calicoes or silks. 

As we rattle through the beautifnl valley of the Seine, va- 
riety adds to the natural loveliness of the landscapes. Wind- 
mills fan the air, and tall Lombardy poplars, with their tops 
plumed like soldiers, stand in battalions, almost as plentifully 
as the soldiers themselves. 

From tlie first moment we touched Prance, at every point, 
we have seen men in glazed caps, with their handles turned up, 
indicating as a Western boy would express it, " Corn for sale ;" 
with violent red pants and long surtonts ; profuse hair, over a 
pinched, ochre countenance, with sensual, petty-larceny looking 
eyes, and with little swords dangling to their sides, or muskets 
on their shoulders. This is a republic too, God save the mark ! 
Why even in the walled city of Avignon, with its forty thousand 
inhabitants, there are eight thousand soldiers — one-flfth of the 
population. At Paris every turn shows a soldier. " Liberte, 
Egalitfi et Fratemite, is insciibed upon all the monuments and 
public property. The commentary is near by in the shape of a 
bayonet. The Hotels of Mmisteis, -ind the Chamber of Depu- 
ties, as well as hospitals and bai lacks, have a parading mus- 
keteer before their doors Tlie gardens and walks are thronged 
with military locusts Why thi** spectacle, so strange to a 
transatlantic republican ? It is because France fears lierself; 
because a strong government is needed to suppress internal re- 
volt, because a large class of her population must he vagabond, 
and society is relieved by putting them under military subjec- 
tion ; and lastly, because Louis Napoleon would perpetuate his 
power, and France must be ready for intervention in Italy, or in 
other nations on the continent. Already groat preparations are 
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being made to send troops to Rome. Large numbers are leaving 
Paris daily for that city, to suppress an expected revolt. They 
will be needed at home, soon, no doubt. Erance has had a 
taste of republicanism. She canaot remain as she is, so long as 
her present laws remain. Since the law requiring three years' 
residence for the voter, disfranchised three millions of her 
people ; since the law in harsh restraint of the press, requiring 
editors to sign their articles, and holding them responsible for 
every criticism upon the government ; and with 346,000 sol- 
diers, and 87,000 horses feeding at the pnblic crib, how can she 
be stable or free 1 The alteration of the Constitution, by which 
Louis Napoleon may be made Emperor, or (so called) President 
for life, is the prominent political question. We hear it dis- 
cussed on boats and in cars.* 

But we aro ahead of our journey. The Lombardy poplars 
were our theme. These seem to bo the only wood here. They 
are raised for the lumber. We saw persons with hand-saws at 
work in this age of steam, and within fifty miles of Paris, 
making boards out of them. The limbs are stripped, and out 
of the bushes are made faggots, which are tied in bundles, and 
used for firewood. 

The women do the greatest part of the field labor. Our ob 
serration of them may be summed up thus : the young are vivar 
ciously pretty, and the old are horribly ugly ; but both are 
extremely polite and unesclusive in their communication. But 
one should be chary of criticism upon the women of France, 
among whom are numbered Joan of Arc, Madame de Stacl, and 
the little wife of tho great Oonde, who was fighting her hus- 
band's battles while be watered pinks in prison. 

One feature of the landscape we should not omit. It is the 
donkey, almost hid though he be, under tho weight of harness. 
Along he trudges, jingling his bell, and his little feet in strange 

* The reader ™ll remember that these pagea wei^e written in Franee, 
beibrelhe coup d'etat. Political prognoedcs for ft wiunhy, like- France, is 

at best but wil<l giieasini:;. 
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contrast with the heavy hurdeu he hears. He called for more 
sympathy than any other part of the population. Coi,ERit)GE 
must have travelled here when he wrote his plaintive ode to that 
languid animal, and " meek child of misery." 1 can well under- 
stand how the poet's sensitive soul trickled with pity as he con- 
templated the young foal's prophetic fate, under the thousand 
aches which patient merit from the unworthy takes ; but if I 
should live until the star of empire should set. 1 could never 
undeifctaud how a poet even, as CoSeridge did, could find in the 
harsh, dissonant, prolonged, agonizing, choking, desperate bray 
of the donkey, a spirit and a tone more musically sweet than 
waihled melodies that soothe the aching heart to rest! But 
there is a second sight, I suppose, allowed to the poet, which 
the profanuin vulgui must not seek to attain. 

Alternating between diligence, cai-s and steamboat, we 
pursue our way. We left the cars at Tonnere, not far from 
which city is a queer old mined castle, one of the finest of the 
middle ages; passing Dijon, we reached ChSlona, where we 
took a long, narrow, low steamer, about as wide as one of our 
canal boats, and twice as long. The Saone is a clear stream, 
perhaps one himdred yards wide, and wailed almost all along. 
Its banks are green and low. The country, unlike other parts 
of France, seems to be improving. The towns through which 
we passed before wo took the boat, are of stone, and rapidly 
dilapidating. The streets are all well paved, however, and the 
accommodations good. 

It would have made you laugh to have peeped in upon ua 
while at supper in an old half-caatie, half-stable, of an auberge, 
in one of the towns before we reached Dijon. About twenty 
French men and women, all jolly, sat around us Buckeyes. 
Away they gibbered, and directly we became acquainted. Dif- 
ferent persons, who knew as little English as we did French, 
undertook to speak for us ; and while the wine went round, and 
the dishes were passed, laughing and joyanee followed. Such a 
glee wc never saw \ we knew they were not laughing at us, for 
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the French never do this. Every attempt at French was trH 
bien. Every Bueoessfnl attempt at bad English by the French, 
we received with " Sow, Sore." They acknowledged we apoke 
better French than they Engliah, and with mutual gratulations 
to the two great republios, we again resumed our way. That 
scene can never be pictured. If you would illumine Babel ■with 
a few gleams of sun'shine vai set out in it a creaking board of 
lujper, you might allegoiize it somewhat We knew just enough 
of Froncli to make the peiplexity efficiently comical for a good 
farce The at^mp of an ^wkward man upon a gouty toe is not 
half so comically embirrissmg The peifect understanding we 
all had, when it came to the linguage of spoon, knife and fork, 
heightened the ^cenc The Princh gesture, not alone with 
flngeia, hinda and aims but on this festal occasion eye- 
biows eye, no'se mouth, whiskei'5, and head cntiie were called 
into use to give significance to the tongue I do not wonder the 
Fiench boast of the first comir wiitcr, Mohere 

What hne budges "^pan the Saone I Th(.\ are very low; 
but a tinkle of the bell lowers the pipe of the steamer, by hand, 
and we dart between the piers, when it is raised by steam. The 
freshly-ploughed hills on the right swell up, and smile to the 
very clouds with the evidences of industry. How they will bleed 
with the wine in October I 

We soon arrived at Ma<;on, near which Lamartine was born, 
and the scene of much of his " Confidences." The pensive 
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and velvet metropolis. You may know Lyons by tte splendid 
pallisades, upon whicli frown rare old legendary towers, round 
and grim ; the rocka surmounted with elegant residences ; ter- 
races of green and flowers beautifying tKe gray and dark rocka ; 
statues adorning arches and gateways, and every where the con- 
test of haggard, petrified Nature, emlDracing, but subdued by 
the gentle influences of leafy groves and artistic monuments. 
The isle Barbe here was once a favorite residence of Charle- 
magne, and is even yet a spot of rare beauty in the Saone. 

Below in the river wc pass a fleet of river craft, laden with 
Jiay and straw. Bell ringing, military music and noise, usher 
us into our pier. Lyons is throned among hills, and looks im- 
posing. 

It is hard, after looking upon and describing such spectacles 
as the Luxembourg, the Pantiieon, N6tre Dame, and other places 
In Paris, to find adequate admiration in language for other less 
attractive scenes. There is a" joyful amaBement" that entrances 
the traveller, which is not dependent merely upon relative 
beauty, but which belongs to the spirit. As he passes from no- 
vel enchantment to even a less enchanting attraction, that amaze- 
ment increases in intensity and refinement The eye becomes 
able to see all beauty, the car to hear inexhaustible harmony, 
and " the senses to drink in the balmy and bracing air." 

Just as the evening of Thursday was dying away, our dili- 
gence abruptly turned from its direction down tlie Saone, into a 
valley of exquisite beauty, which yet lingers about my mind as 
a dream of heaven. I thought at first it must bo the far-famed 
valley of Vaucluse, opening to us its world of witchery. But 
no ; as we learned very soon, it was near Vienne, the ancient 
capital of tte Allobrogos,— -a ville between Lyons and Avignon. 

Let us look around. Upland slopes rise one above tho other, 

h h th y n ee without pain, and cultivated to the very 

t w th th no. An infinity of stakes set for the vine 

m It ply b f th jc ; while terraces relieve the rocks of their 

h pj Skirting our road are huge rocks upon 
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which cling yellow, purple and red flowerB. Wild roses hang 
over their edges, and form natural tapestrj. The meadowa be- 
low, are spangled with unromantic poppies j hut thoy look heautLful 
in their wild, bright-red dress, A stream of water flows far be- 
low the meadows, making the air musical with its falls. Groves 
of the Lombardy stand anconcerned about the hills ; while as 
we advance, mulberry-trees, upon which boys are gathering 
leaves, goats feeding upon the side-hills, and the little earthen- 
ware roofs of the vine-dresaers, appear. 

Now a factory for silk gives the idea of utility to the view, 
and we meet crowds of pretty girls in caps, and with flowers, pass- 
ing and repassing, as well as boys with their fishing-polea, 
returning home to Vienne. Far over beyond all this realm of 
beauty, is a huge range of rocks, in which are carved houses. 
Now splendid ch&teaus, with vineyards and flower-gardens, leap 
as if by magic, from behind hills, in the very bosom of the val- 
ley. Soon we pass stone fountains, and all at once the " arrowy 
Rhone" bursts upon the view, red and golden in the sunlight. 
What strange old pillar is that we saw in one of the meadows of 
the valley — towering up seventy or eighty feet? It cannot be 
French, for it is too old. I learned that my surmise was cor- 
rect, that it was a Roman monument. Somehow or other the 
French make their roads, so as to run near any monument 
of beauty or of antiquity. In America, we scarcely deviate 
from a gi-aveyard for a railroad. As the sun went down, it 
glanced through cloud-bars with a brilliancy that sparkled in the 
glistening air. Surely we must be approaching a sunnier olime, 
where Beauty reposes in the lap of a lovelier nature. 

Scarcely had we reached Vienne, before the sound of music 
and the appearance of a dance, down the street, about a half 
square from the diligence- office, riveted the ear and eye. Young 
men and maidens were moving " right and left," crossing over 
and all around, — embodiments of happy hilarity. But where 
we stopped, there was fonnd a contrast to this gay scene. A 
crowd of beggars, consisting of cripples of all twists, shapes, 
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some circular, one-legged, armless, and otherwise deformed, 
crowded around us. A regular fight ensued, as to who should 
obtain precedence to the diligence. What a commentary ! 
It completely unveiled Charles Lamb's humorous sophistry 
in his plea for beggars, wherein he demonstrates the unenvied 
contentment of the beggar's lot, above all strifes, suits, fashions, 
chauces, bankruptcies and ills which fortunate flesh is heir to — 
the only absolute monarchs and independent citizens ! In 
France, even beggary fights for its caste, as well as whines for 
its sous. Yet there was bread (large circular rolls or loaves, 
about three feet round, in the French style) hanging within reach, 
at a baker's shop. 

The silk-worm and the grapo-cluster — how simple in them- 
selves; yet how many millions in France depend upon them for 
life. How strange, too, it was, to see those beggars in that beau- 
tiful valley, where oaie might imagine the fruition of Milton's idea 
of a perpetual feast of nectared sweets. After having gathered 
flowers by the hill-side, as souvenirs of this enchanted spot, we 
oourted the influence of the poppy, which by a curious lucus a 
non Iticendo seems to be the most plentiful flower in this 
unsle^Jtd land. 

The next morning, our conductor gave me a seat by his side, 
and with my little French, which is daily improving of neces- 
sity, I learned every thing of interest in yesterday's ride. What 
strange appearance is that in the east, away off among and 
above the dim hills ? Can it be solid earth, with clouds below 
it? "-^ Alp montaigne" says our conductor. A long range of 
the Alps followed us during our ride, at times white-topped with 
snow Soon we enten-d upon the valley of Vaucluse, bo famous 
m the songs of the Troubadour ; so famous as the locality of 
tlic tomb's and fountains of Pbtraech and Lauha ; so famous 
tji its beiutiful heaven and unrivalled scenery; and so famous 
foi its Rom m ruinS But, above all, to mj mind, it was tho 
home of Petuapch The Abbe de Lille touches the right 
str im when he '■mgs. 
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" Ces eaax, ce l^ean del, ce vallon endiantem; 
Moins que Petrarque et lAuta inteiTesaoient roou ctenr. 
lii roUa done, desoi's-je, oui, voilo oette riva 
Que Petrwque que ohaimoit de sa lyre plaiutivt" 

We passed crosses at the road-side, hung with chaplets, pea- 
sants driving homeward the early harvesting of hay, and auberges 
with their signs of holly over their hospitable doors. Soon the 
old ruins begin to appear. I called all my poor French into 
requisition. How it brings one out, this curiosity. The most 
prominent ruin was called the OhSteau de Mont Dragon. It 
was a high, long palisade, built by Nature for a stronghold. 
The walls ran up in solid masses 175 or 200 feet high, and upon 
these the old Boman caution had built towers against the Allo- 
Iroges. All around the hills were the ruins of the Roman. Here 
the eagles of Cfesar and Marius played with the wind. 

After having passed the Chateau de Mont Dragon, which is 
in Vaucluse, we glided between tiled houses and willows, which 
line the road-side, until Orange gleamed in the sun. Here is a 
grand amphitheatre of the Romans ; and the reiiet ruins of the 
Prinees of Orange, above it upon the hill. As we passed very 
near, we had a good opportunity to see the outside of the amphi- 
theatre. Its concave was turned to the hill, consequently we could 
not see its interior. It was not until we passed, and that my 
neck had been stretched some feet out of the diligence, that I 
caught a view of the seats. It is not broken and ruined, like 
tlie Coliseum. Its semicircle is perfect. It looked the old 
Roman in every stone. Here, doubtless, were the Gallic pri- 
soners of war sacrificed to grace a " Roman holiday," Many a 
noble Allobrogian struggled in the ring with the wild beasts of 
his native forests, and died amid the shouts of his victors. In 
glancing at such and similar scenes, how often recurred to my 
mind the verse : 

"What tales, wlmt morula of the Eldei- &&j, 
If efones had language, could that pile oiicvey." 
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A poet has said that tliere are sertnons in stones ; and verily, 
that solemn, gloomy vestige of tlie mighty power of the olden 
time, is nioro eloquect in its sileaee than a great many sermons 
which I have heard. 

A splendid arch appears ! And now, as we approach it, 
snakes, shields, battle-axes, and other figures, all in ruins, yot 
sufficiently solid and distinct, while crumbling, to tell us that 
Marius was here with his legions of Victory, and that this is 
his memento of the battle with the Allobroges. But how much 
brighter is the triumphal arch to Napoloon at Paris I Caesar 
himself pales before Napoleon's hlood-red glory. But wo have 
more marvels in this valley of Beauty. Avignon, our diaing- 
place, appears, not by itself, but by its splendid representative, 
the palace of the Bishop, whose lofty turrets and gray old towers, 
massive and substantial, are lifted high above the surrounding 
country. This view gives place to the high wall, not without a 
certain rude ornament, and not untouched by Time, which with 
its towers and deep moat siu'rounds this city of forty thousand 
people. An old aqueduct crosses the Ktone here ; or rather has 
crossed it once. Now it has broken down in the middle. Its 
windows and arches look mournful and dreary beside the new, 
prim, and sauoy suspension bridge, which, just below it, leaps 
the stream, as if the effort were of little consequence. Here, 
too, wo see a splendid depot, and locomotives pufE-ng over the 
iron rail. The old and new civilizations meet together. The 
middle and later ages kiss each other. 

You remember that there was an ancient tradition among 
the Romans, that when tiieir Capital was founded, the god Ter- 
minus refused to yield to Jupiter; and hence, the boundaries 
of Roman power never would recede. Tain and delusive pre- 
diction 1 Had there been no other Jupiter to subdue their 
Terminus, steam would have become the " Father of gods and 
men." The thunder of Jove must have succumbed to the light- 
ning of Morse, Steamboats and locomotives would have driven 
s to his seven hills. In this interior city of France is 
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an epitome of the great past, and the greater present ; the one 
splendid in decay, the other wonderful in its active energy. 
Upon this energy hangs the future fate of Nations. Iron, not. 
gold, is the metal to be sought for, whose subtle power, alchemy 
in its most potent form, under the spell of its old enchanters, 
Eaymobd Lilly and Rogee. Bacon, could never rival. 

Over hills and down dales, amid mulberry groves and Bilk 
factories, and everlasting soldiers, we find the open country, and 
with the speed of a locomotive wo dash away in our diligence 
towards this my present locale pf AYignon, where at the Nation- 
al, late royal (?) Hotel, strawberries and cherries blush to be 
seen in lusciona prodigality. 

Two thiugs yet deserve mention. Before wc reached Avig- 
noD, the castle called the ruins of the Baron d'Ardret appeared. 
It towered upon higb battlements, filled with port-holes. Art 
had been aided by Nature to construct one of those illustrations 
of strength, which, after repulsing many a gallant foe, has even 
bid Time defiance. The legend connected with this castle, as I 
gathered it from onr conductor, is briefly, that the Baron whose 
name it bears, upon the breaking out of the French revolution 
in 1789, good-naturedly, no doubt, hurled four of his domestics 
over these terrific heights. That places it conspicuously upon 
my list of ruins. 

We dashed under the arched gateways of Avignon and into 
a courtyard ; and really the scene came over me like a romance 
of the middle ages. We entered a fine boteJ, kept in a sort of 
old castle, yet fixed up most comfortably. All the houses here 
have stone or marble floors, and although these do not coincide 
altogether witli our ideas of comfort, yet the romance of the 
thing— you know — makes up. We wished for a longer repose 
than two hours at this beautiful city ; but no 1 down we dash to- 
wards Marseilles. What towns we passed — ^what olive orchards, 
what black and gray old rooks, what vineyards and terraces, be- 
fore our ears entered that three-mile tunno!, dark and damp, un- 
der the mountain, are all too common by this time to he partic- 
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Tilariaed. At last, through a mountain gorge appeared the Med- 
iterranean, with its bosom of hlue, speckled with its sails of 
■white. A summer storm oame up as we drew near our destina- 
tion, a storm of rain, sunshine and rainbows, I saw one column 
of a beauteous bow coming out of an old tower, and gradually mov- 
ing into the Mediterranean. It arched us so completely that 
we may truly say, that we entered this ' Queen city ' of the 
Mediterranean, upon the last day of spring, under a bending 
heaven of prisma I As it cleared away, the air was filled with a 
rich, interpenetrating lustre ; and the sun weijt down under a 
golden canopy which only hangs in a southern sky. 

Marseilles is a gay, godless, and not a very cleanly city ; 
soldiers fill every part of it. Its promenades are fine. We 
visited the Cb&teau of Elowers, which is the favorite resort on 
Sundays, of the population. It was well named. Flowers of 
every hue, beds laid off in every form, places for amusement 
and exercise, lakes with boats and swans, hills, grottoes, a circua 
and fountains, all unite to make it a place of pleasure, a favor 
ite resort of the gay Erench. 

We went upon a high point near the sea, overlooking the 
city, to take a farewell of it, as well as a complete glance. Wf 
were not disappointed in our view. But we met three odd, tur 
baned human beings upon the lofty promenade, seated cross 
legged, and smoking as composedly as Mahomet amid a heaveE 
of houris. I supposed they were Turks. They nodded. We 
nodded. The chief had, strangely enough we thought, a very 
long white beard (albeit a young man}, a very fair complexion; 
and very light eyes, which lie twisted very remarkably. Find 
ing I did not advance in conversation, he inquired in French 
if we were not strangers, then if we were not English. ' Non 
Non !' rather emphatic. I asked him, in return, if he and his 
compatriots resided in Marseilles % ' Non, Non.' Once more — 
delicate q^uestion to such a ijueer heathen, ' If he did not resid* 
in Turkey !' ' Mbroc, Monsieur,' Whew ! perhaps the Em 
peror of Morocco himself He gravely pulled out his suuft 
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bos and I with a grand flouiUh (I hate &miff a^ lad as brandy) 
took u tremendous pinch and with the moat dpjroved Oin,ntal 
fiwenj of the arm aipl el it to n y nose Bet re the fiist ex 
plosion to k place I wai behind thi. busl o^ Ob— Ah— Ghee 
— Whoo I SIS times sonoriusly loud The Emperor roa ed 
Oar party roared an) I described space aided by giavty 
remiikably rajid SnuS is 1 m se ible prittiee None bit 
it 



I must bid faieweU. to Tranee She has been a garden ft 
del ght to nie NeTei wis I ai beholden t Niture and Art i 1 
enjoj mcnt 

I write amid the discuss ons of some aix or eight white 
robed Capuchin monks wh se awi-et Italian (Tuscan it is) 
lavishes my ear while it d sturbs mj pen We are aboiid of 
the Sardinian ste%mer Langiedoc bound for Leghorn and 
Naples I lannot but look upon tbcso strange monkish men 
with, a sort of lOTerenie Sicriflcmg the woild and its pleas 
urea contmuillj engaged in ap ntuil or mentil eseruse they 
do deserro tbi, regard of every toiennt Christian T\ hatever 
of abu^e miy hate bten by them pcrpctiited ind peipetuited 
I neves can forget them is the pioservatois ff the classics ind 
the regeneratois of the Att= Ihe Benedictines fiist penetrat 
ed the chiUj north of Euiojl lud chr stianized it From 
them sprung the infinite beiutj ot tho (xotbic architecture ind 
the entrancing sweetness of Mi sic The Augustines built fine 
Cathedrils and <ittiaeted the nntitored mind to the seivioe of 
the God of Meicy — Ihe mend cant tiiars t unded hospitals 
As architects as gla s jaintei*! is mosaic workers as chem 
ista as caivers m wood ind meta! the Benedictines wcie the 
first ind almost only artists of the middle ages St Frano s 
when bo wooed and won his bride Poip fy in bis br wn saek 
and cowl, at the same time, gave the hue and tone to that mystic 
school of painting and poetry, which has ever been the greatest 
attraction to the loftiest geniua. Giotto in painting, and Danto 
in poetry, — are tbcy not offspring, noble enough to justify our 
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commendation ? In all, those poor monks worked not for them- 
selves ; but for the glory of God ! 

And now as tbey, with their clear dail: ejes and lofty brows, 
are retiring to their berths, my eyes follow them as atrange 
relics of an earlier day, lost to the active world and busy with 
scenes of the past and of the future. Sleep oa 1 Te have no 
Lllihera!, harsh Protestantism following ye to your Ibnoly pillows. 
May God reward your zeal in his service, by the fruition of your 
happiest hopes I 
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"Itallftl Uiat Uiou wert iD th; Dskednesg 
L»a lovely or more powerWl, and could claim 
l-hy right, Md flwc the robbora back wLo prgaa 

Btboh. 

I HAD scarcely written the word " Genoa," in my journal, 
before the evening gun from the fort was fired, the report of 
which startled a thoueand echoes. Never did I hear such a fine 
succession of iterated sounds. Of course we rushed to the win- 
dow ; but only saw tlic smoke rising and beclouding the young 
crescent moon. The light-houses are gleaming around another 
crescent which the harbor of Genoa forms, while includiBg in it 
the masts of a thousand ships. The long promenade of marble, 
which forms the roof of the Porticato alia Piazzo, whitens be- 
neath us, in the warm atmosphere j and the sound of singing, of 
merry bells and of voices rise, forming a rare medley of music. 

Were I to select a word descriptive of this city, which is 
called the " superb," I would select the ahove—^nedlei/. Kot 
only is it a medley in its people, its palaces, and its poverty ; 
but in its cathedrals, its cafes, and its scenery. As we approach 
the city from the blue sea, which we did in the morning, it seemed 
one compact mass of marble, cut out in semi-circular form for a 
harbor. It lies upon a high hill-side,-— one street of palaces ris- 
ing above another, in close proximity. To all appearance, there 
is not much to be seen here. But judge not too quickly. You 
may find much, even in the little walk from the boat to the hotel, 
to reward your observation. No doubt, you will be first caught 
by the graceful and peculiar costume of the ladies. They are 
exceedingly well dressed, and walk nearly as easily and as finely 
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as oitr own American women. They wear a white veil, which 
being confined with a silver pin in the back part of a fine head of 
black hair, neatly braided, flows in the most elegant, wavy lines 
imaginable. It is disposed in handsome folds over as hand- 
some dresses. If you would go down the Strada Nuova, as we 
have to-day, the first idea would be — " why, can this be real — is 
it not a general bridal-day 1 How happy and spruce dance the 
merry brides along this palace -sti'cet !" 

The other part of the population do not dress peculiarly. 
Tkoy have a harsh language, however, even though it be Ita- 
lian, Indeed, It is as different from the sweet Tuscan or Nea- 
politan, as I am from Hercules. The Sardinians cannot be un- 
derstood at Naples, any more than a Pottowattamie by a Plat- 

Upon entering our boat at Marsoillos, where we spent a de- 
lightful Jay, we found three Amerioans, Mrs. Stephens, the au- 
thoress, and her company, with whom we formed a delightful 
acquaiDtance. She has been travelling in Europe for more than 
a year j passing, by virtue of her talents and reputation, among 
the best and noblest of Europe, And let it be reraerabered 
too, that wherever she has been, she has not forgotten that sin 
was a plain-spoken American lady. The reader may remembei 
the cavalier manner in which she treated the Queen of Greece, 
who insulted our consul, by refusing to permit him to present 
them. It was capital. She told us the story with gi'eat eelat ; 
while we young embodiments of American grit and spunk, 
eheered it most joyfully. 

I had no idea that Genoa was of such consec[uence. She 
has not lost her commercial power since the days of Columbus. 
Others have excelled her — that is all. One hundred and fifty 
thousand people mostly depend on her commerce. She is the 
outlet in the Mediterranean, for Switaerland, Lombardy, and 
Piedmont. Her silks, velvets, and damasks, to say nothing of 
her filagree work in silver, which our ladies have been handling 
to-day in the famous Gobi smith-street, are prominent objects of 
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The first thing which strikes a foreigner here, is the narrow- 
Qees of the streets. Indeed, there are very few over which you 
cannot step fi'om roof to roof. Carriages are rarely seen. Mules 
are the only living objects visihle, beside human beings. The 
streets are not gloomy, however. They are lined with fine 
houses, built when the maritime splendor of Genoa was at its 
zenith. These houses are all called palaces. They have been such, 
but from the poverty of the nobles, or from some other caase, they 
have been leased out. I saw a blacksmith shop in the lower 
story of one of them ; and little stores are not unoommon in 
some of the largest class. These palaces looked worn and tired ; 
their painting spoiled, and not unlike a fine lady jaded after 
some grand ball. The paintings on the marble walls are rub- 
bed and dim. The statues, almost all of them, have their noses 
knocked off. The fine stair cases, with their guardian marble 
forms, look dirty and neglected. Yet Genoa is — superb ; every 
body saja so. It would not do for us to say nay, to such a 
commnnity of affirmation. 

I do not mean to eay that there are not exceptions, though 
few, to this untoward appearance of the palaces. Nor would I 
thus depicture the inner appearanoe. Oua' visions to-day forbid. 
There is an air of massiveness and stoneness about the edifices, 
which is as striking as it is comfortless. This is as apparent in 
the old as in the new part of the city. The best of the palaces 
exhibit to the gazer moving past, a large hall, supported partly 
on columns, leading to an alcove, or court, surrounded by ar- 
cades, the arches of which are supported upon columns. Flights 
of marble steps lift themselves far up ; and above and beyond 
is a great stair-case rising on each hand, and frequently further 
beyond is a small garden, shaded by oranges, and sprinkled 
with the spray and voiceful with the music of fountains. 

Wo have not as yet visited the interior of any palace, though 
we have of some of the churches. Our first visit was to the 
Duomo, or Cathedral, built in the eleventh century. How dif- 
ferent are these chnrohes in Italy, from Westminster or N6tre 
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Damo, These latter eeem to be mouldering. Owing to the 
softer material, and a northern elime, they must of necessity 
first yield. To all appearanee, the Duomo is as young as ever. 
It is of black and white marble, and is altogether out of shape. 
Only one tower is built where the taste calls t w Th ugh 
out the chiirch there is illustrated the Oenoes Uey Th 

aisles aad naves are separated by fine Oorintli n 1 m u 

nected by pointed arches of Gothic, and bea ng a h n al 
entablature ; above which is an arcade aupp d by lumn 
and piera. The same black and white marble jp w h 

We are allowed to go within the choir. The seats aro finely 
inlaid with musical instruments, A bronze Madonna and child, 
by BiANCHi, decorates the altar. After examining the two 
finest paintings (for in such a display of canvass and configura- 
tion one must select), we did not enter, and did not see tlie re- 
mains of John the Baptist, which are contMned in tba chapel 
dedicated to him. The chapel is elegant enough, with its four 
porphyry pillars, and a sarcophagus to contain the relics ; while 
a splendid shrine of Gothic panels, tracery, and finicals of the 
most exquisite kind, is inscribed with his history. 

There are several apocryphal relics in this churoh, as in most 
of the Italian churches. The prominent one is the Catino, a 
vessel said to be a gift to Solomon by his ancient admirer — she 
of Sheba ; and also said to be the dish which held the paschal 
lamb at the last swpper ; and also, to he the identical dish which 
Joseph of Arimathea used to catch the blood from the bleeding 
side of our Saviour. This relic was never permitted to be seen. 
Some sceptical Germans, however, got access to it, and discover- 
ed it to be, instead of a single emerald, as was told, a dish of 
ordinary glass I 

But we cannot enumerate the items of interest, sacredly 
hoarded up in these churches. One old relic — which I could 
swear to — is a rescript in almost illegible Latin, to Constantine 
the Great, which is inlaid in the wall, and is no doubt coeval 
witli that monarch. 
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We leave the Duomo with its nicliea, twisted columns and 
mixed architecture, black and white marble, with not one idea 
of unity and order. It has not the simplicity in variety, which 
in the Gothic so charms the senses and awes the soul, liy the 
assooiation witi Infinity. The other ohurehes are less medley, 
but somewhat the same impression is left. On our first enter- 
ing the ungainly-looking church of Saint Sira, a perfect blaz 
painting and richness arrested our sight. It seen 
with great masses of the pencil's populace. Angels and saints in 
white marble relieved the eye below ; and after ranging up over 
the frescoed vaults, the sight found relief in a huge domo, still 
painted, but which opened to another dome, through which 
seemed hastening up to heaven the winged aspirants to the 
upper air, bearing through it a garlanded cross I The concep- 
tion of this group, with its upward flight surrounded by forms 
of beauty all too lovely for earth, was only rivalled by the ge- 
nina which executed it. Forty marble columns, and ail the 
apostles and prophets in marblo, gave us the idea of profusion 
without beauty, and maze without form. The associations con- 
nected with this church are the .best part of it. Here in the 
fifteenth century was BocciNEGii,4 created the first Doge of 
Genoa, amid cries of "vine il popolo." Here the eternal right 
of popular supremacy was asserted and embodied in him, whose 
fine form we just witnessed in the Ducal palace. The Genoese 
treasure his memory. Indeed foreigners who think the Genoese 
have no liberty, or resemble the other Italian cities, greatly err. 
I do not wonder that in the beginning of the present year 
(1852) Austria has made the insolent demand to have troops 
stationed in the arsenals of Sardinia. Sardinia is a constitu- 
tional monarchy to be sure ; but her councils represent the 
people and. control the State. Books of the republican class 
are unrestrictedly circulated and sold here ; while at Naples all 
books, from the Bible and Shakspeare down to the latest French 
scjuib, are forbidden. Education in Genoa is a high object of 
public interest. I asked a merchant to-day in Goldsmith street, 
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how it happenecl that so many of the people spoke English. He 
responded that the course of instruction in the puhlio schools 
was most thorough, including French, German and English. 
It is getting to be a great mark of nobility on the continent to 
speak English. We are in for that rank, finding it more easy 
than French. Custom is mighty. 

We visited the Ducal palace and the chamber of the grand 
council. It is pillared and frescoed ofi' finely ; while ranged 
around, are the casta of statues wliich formerly stood in marble 
in the same niches, but which during Bonaparte's time, were 
thrown from their pedestals. The city has not yet lost the tra- 
ces of the Erench. It was held by Massena for a long period, while 
besieged even to the starvation point by the Austvians, 

We also visited other churches in Genoa. They bear the 
same general appearance as the Duomo ; a style resembling the 
Arabian, or Saracenic commingled with the G-othie. In all, 
there is the same blaae of fresco, which, owing to the peculiar 
manner of the incorporation of the color with the lime in its wet 
state, gives out a lustre more brilliant than oil. The columns 
are of marble — red, white, and spotted ; some of them spiral 
The Church of the Annunciation gleams with fretted gold. 
We noticed there a fine painting of St. Francis dreaming of his 
Bride Poverty with the angels surrounding the slumberer. Al- 
so a painting oi the Last Supper We could not begin to 
describe oi oiitieise the pamtmgs Our only mode is to fix 
upon a fpw gems and study them To run the eye oyer fine 
paintings as we must do is but to tickle the optic nerve for a 
moment It leives no imprt^is upm the memory. After going 
through the Ghuioh of Santa Maria — which is unlike all others, 
being purely white withm and without ; after passing through 
the Ch«rt,hofthe Jesuits, wheiem fiesoo and tracery, substance 
and shadow, are intermingled so as to be confounded; after listen- 
ing to the monotone of the chanting Franciscans, seeing the 
strange confessional with its penitent trembling at the ear-hole 
of the Father; after being shown about by sly Italian priests, 
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until seeing and tearing became a burden, we ascended tlie hills 
and found, oil ! bow grateful a relief, ia the pronieuadea and vil- 
laa above tbe city. 

Let me give you a single description. JJno disce omnia. A 
long promenade hedged with telio, and winding about oi-ange 
groves and fountains, led us to a flight of steps. Having ascend- 
ed we were immediately in the midst of numerous fountains in 
arttfleial grottoes. Above, are clinging to the rocks and bared 
to the sight, the smooth twisted roots of the fig-trees. We as- 
cend at this vestibule of verdure, through arciied grape vines, and 
with the walls skirted with roses up — up — past terraces where- 
in are growing orange trees, full of golden fruitage, and exceed- 
ingly tempting to larceny. Here we stop upon a variegated 
pebble pave, while before us rises a yellow and white marble 
palace. Herein resides the poet and owner, the Marquis De 
Najora, whom we are informed is not yet arisen from his slum- 
bers. Oh ! luxurious idler and dreamer, Alt this paradise 
surrounds thee, but to woo thee to repose in that closed cham- 
ber. But it is of no use to moraliae. Ethics must bend to 
beauty ; subjectivity to objectivity. 

All around the palace, amidst the foliage, are busts of the 
celeUrated Genoese, among whom " Colombo" claims my first re- 
gard. Around, too, are cool, large grottoes made of shells, mir- 
rors and spars. Other grottoes are frescoed upon the walls in 
mockeryof the cool originals near. Paths lead through them 
and up to a higher vantage ground. Can it be possible ? Must 
there be a higher heaven yet ? Stay ! Here is a name that 
rivets the attention, and there is a bust familiar asan American 
landscape. Under it is inscribed, 

" Alla Memohia di "Washington." 

Canova stands near. Below his bust is a billiard room. Farther 
oa is a seat, at least 300 feet above the city, from which we may 
grasp Genoa in one glance. Near by upon another hill is a 
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large fortification in ruins, — the result of the popular commotiona 
of 1848. Below are walks and trees of all kinds. The pepper-tree 
near tKe japonica; alche trees embracing the cypress and olive, 
lemons and figs ; the oerino full of berries, and tho umbrageous 
fraschino. Scattered among them are tall, rare Egyptian palms. 

The fresh air comos up freighted with a rich burden of fra- 
grance. All around the bay are arranged the pyramidal roofs 
of the superb city, varied by the towers and steeples of the 
churches ; while tho bay itself, fretted by a breeze ever so liglit, 
emulates the cerulean of the sky, save in that deep ribbon of 
blue which separates the rarer from the denser element. Up 
rises with the sound of voices and bells, and mingled with the 
song of birds (we mnst be faithful), the horrid, infernal music of 
unhappy donkeydom ! 

We had better seek another spot. If you are dainty about 
treading on lizards, you may let me lead. Here, upon the 
north-east, we have another view — a full sweep of the valley 
beyond Genoa. Yonder in that grove is the house where Byron 
lived for two years. It might well awaken the poet's soul to 
g uj 1 d wn th valley of terraces and palaces. Beneath 
u th pla h aim t roar of waters. It is the aqueduct, so 
n t u t 1 t mpfy its silver vein into a basin below, and 
appa ntly t fag ve. Trembling Ln its spray are oranges. 
Fa al n se other gardens and palaces, similar to 

th , If b th m are the eternal hills bare and comfort- 
less. Now we may descend among flower vases, gum-elastic 
trees and roses, into the open street, to meet agaio the ever- 
lasting beggar of Italy. Whine away, poor human nature I it 
is your brother, made of the same mortal clay with yourself, 
who holds that regal palace, adorned with art, and gamitured 
by nature. False to the memory, and recreant to the Lope of 
Italy, he sleeps in ignoble ease, while the garden of Europe 
holds within its enclosure a degi'aded, begging and outcast popu- 
lation, whose rulers are serfs to Austria, or puppets of France. 

There are at least two thousand people now in the public 
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poor-liouse of Genoa, and G-od oaly knows how many more ought 
to be thna provided for. If heauty and art must flourish in 
these palaces and gardens at sueh an expense of misery, let the 
axe fall at the root of the poisonous tree, that its exhalations 
way no longer taint the mild air of this heaven-kissed clime. Lot 
your marbles be overturned ; your Correggios and Guides be out 
into rihhons ; your frescos be whitewashed, and your soil of 
beauty indurated for ever.' 

But this, we thank the Creator of the Beautiful, is not the 
sacrifice required. He who" made the fair so near akin to what 
is good ; who gives immortality to both by the same law of his 
will, requires only the sacrifice of lustful power and absurd 

We spent the last few hours of to-day in passing through 
some of the superb palaces, whose outside we yesterday saw. 
The Salle palace is perhaps the richest in its collection of paint- 
ings, although it had no golden room like another we visited. 
Vandykes, Eubens, De Vincia, Paolis, Guides, and others, line 
the resplendent walls ; while the never-failing fresco and statue 
meet you at every side-glance. One painting among them all 
I now remember distinctly. It is here for ever engraved. It 
is Tasso in the mad-house, at the foot of Rubens, while Mon- 
taigne, the French philosopher, stands near. The expression of 
the pale, woe-stricken poet, with his lofty sorrow and half maniac 
glare, as he kneels to he released by his visitors, has the very 
soul of Melancholy, not yet lost to Despair, It seemed to me, 
that in this picture I beheld the fate of Italy. Images of poetic 
grandeur surround her ; the Past heckons, and invites her to 
search its repository for the influence of Example ; the Future 
is lit up with hopes as beautiful as the angels which float upon 
her painters' canvass ; but the spell of Despair hovers near 
where Melancholy is already seated. Oh I that the glorious 
soul of Massini might be created under the " ribs of death,'' 
which are even now visible beneath the rich vesture that nature 
has bestowed upon Italy I 
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AFTEK leaving Genoa, we reaumed our career over the deep 
blue of tte Mediterranean and touched at Legtom, wliere 
■we left our good oompanj, Mrs. Stephens. We delayed long 
enough to see all that Leghorn could show, which is little more 
than a statue wit.Ii four ugly pirates chained — a local monument, 
representing an incident in the history of the city worthy of the 
beat Roman days. The son of a Doge waa sent after a Corsair, 
whose piratical adventures were the scourge of the sea. He 
was victorious, and in the flush of success, hesitated not to hreak 
the (quarantine laws of Genoa, by entering port in disregard of 
their provisions, the penalty of which was death. He suflered 
the penalty. The Doge's justice did not yield to the paternal 
yearning. The monument supported by four pirates attests at 
once the valor of the victim and the impartial rigor of the law 
and its executive. 

We visited, pioneered by some whole-souled American offi- 
cers of the U. S. steamship Mississippi^ which lies here, the 
grave of Tobias Smollett, the Novelist and Historian. It is a 
simple pyramid in the Presbyterian bui'ying ground, enclosed by 
iron, around which Bags and flowers grow, and snails crawl. — 
We then went aboard the noble steamer ; and truly wc were 
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proud of our country and its foreign service. We were so fortu- 
nate as t-o visit the Mississippi, during a visit of the Commodore 
(Mokgan), and were received most cordially by all. The ship 
was about to proceed- — whore no ono know but the Commodore 
and Captain ; but it was generally thought that Kossuth and 
hia companions were the object of the voyage East; and then 
(how they gladdened at the thought 1} for HOME ! 

At Leghorn there is little to be seen. It is a large trading 
port. There is here little of Art or Beauty. The oity is of re- 
cent origin, having been founded in the fifteenth century. Fer- 
dinand the first, one of the Medici, encouraged Moors, Jews, 
persecuted Catholics from England, and others to come to Leg- 
horn, where he granted them the equal privileges, which their 
descendants now enjoy. Leghorn is a free port ; by which is 
meant a. port where the oustom-liouse bleeds you freely ; even 
charging heavily for the privilege of landing. 

We met on board the Mississippi steamship, which was 
lying here. Powers, the sculptor ; and had the delight of his 
acquaintance, with a promise of its continuance at Florence. 
He had come down for the purpose of sending off his son to 
West Point, He was carelessly dressed, and hid beneath a 
" round-headed " felt, a rotund, pleasant face, and an intelligent, 
large eye of rare brightness. 

A lady companion not unknown in the literary world, whose 
opinion is generally entitled to authority in matters of art, does 
not (as do most Americans, and all Italians) rank Powbus as 
the equal of many other American sculptors, and simply because 
his chief work, the Slave, does not espress the high-souled in- 
dignation and flashing scorn, or the esquisite distress which a 
female, situated as the slave is supposed to be — should eshibit. 
In this criticism, the most beautiful and truthful principle is 
disregarded, not alone in my humble judgment, but in that of 
the best writer upon esthetics known in the realm of criticism, 
the German Lessikg. In his " Laocoon," he seems to have had 
in his eye, the very form of the Slave, with its noble simplicity 
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and i?iiblime patience under indignity, and to have answered just 
the objection above made. " As the depth of the sea remains 
forever qtdet, however the surface may rage, so the expression 
in the figure discovers in the midst of Passion a great and calm 
soul," Is not this the attitude and expression of the Slave ? 
Where, in all the airay of ait in that Crystal Palace, can be 
found such quiet grandeur suoh nameless simplicity of distress ? 
— After the eye had palled with gizmg on the gands of the In- 
dies and the south of Europe, I m^iriably found the heart 
(which has a reison of its >wn) impelling me toward the Slave ; 
there t dw 11 1 ce upon the beautiful result of that genius 

which gl m d the piercing eye of our American Poweils. 
The d f th Iptor is not, as the objector must erroneous- 

ly ass t f 1! w ature ; but his ideal projected from nature 

into th pi t of his imagination. The Slave, if it were 

disto tdwthdt sor wrought into aM agony of indignation, 
would 1 t le of calm gloiy, which ever shines in the 

eubdu g fl f the soul over the body. 

W w d p 1 the Isle of Elba, only notable for being tlio 
prison of greatness ; and the morning of the 4th of Jane, found 
us in the harbor of Civita Veochia, surrounded by massive walls. 
The place is distinguished for nothing except that it is the gate 
to Rome. The vexations of the custom-house are not so ter- 
rific as is imagined. We have found gentlemen in the officers. 
Let the traveller remember, especially if a lady, that the want 
of baggage is the greatest relief. Our ladies absohitely left all 
their trnnks at Paris, and with a carpet bag apiece, have passed 
easily all barriers, and penetrated into the Eternal City. 

2. Appiloacm to Eome. 

The road from Civita Vecchia, which we traversed by a dil- 
igence conducted by a bob-opated bandit of a postillion, lies 
mostly along the sea. The country resembles Ohio in its roll- 
ing hills and wheat covered fields. Harvest time on all sides 
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made tiie country seem bwsy. The road was lined with great 
loads of hay moving to Rome, drawn by beautiful cattle, with 
long polished horns and distended nostril — worthy to be sacri- 
ficed to Jupiter himself. We passed several old ruins, and 
among the rest the Egyptian tumuli, at Monterone, which were 
opened by the Buehesa of Sermoneta, in 1838. They are now 
closed again. Vases were found ornamented with the lotus, and 
painted ostricL. eggs were not wanting. We also passed the Cje- 
ritis Amnis, rendered classical by Virgil, as well as other pla- 
ces of historic interest. The rich twilight of antiqu ty began 
to gloom about the old towers and castles, which eve and n n 
we perceived upon the searcoast. Especially should be emem 
here d, the polygonal walls of a Pelasgio temple, near tl e p tu 
resque fortress of Santa Sevaia, which was once the he 1 jua 
ters of the Tyrrhenian pirates. 

As we approach Rome, these interesting relics increase. 
The very dust which flies in our faces is without doubt as sacred 
as it is unpleasant. For the distance of twenty miles before we 
reached Rome, St. Peter's lofty dome hung its conspicuous archi- 
tecture in raid air ; and what was so strange, although we saw 
it, as it were a half mile off, wo did not approach seemingly 
any nearer. Indeed we never suspected it to be the marvel of 
Michael Angelo, until within a few miles of Rome, when the 
certainty flashed upon us, that it must be St. Feta's. We had 
thought it a church of some village near ; but the dome of the 
" Pantheon hung in aii " became more apparent, and by this 
great demonstration, we were assured that it was Home itself 
we saw ! I doubt if there can be any feeling more tumultuous 
and grand, than that which ushers Rome into the chambers of 
the vision ! It was sunset as wo approached the Oavalleggieri 
gate ; and before we entered it the moon had assumed her mild 
sway, casting over the palaces and vineyards which lined tho 
Aurelian way, her 
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Of ragged desolation, and filled 

Ab 't were noew, iha gnp of oenturies ; 

Leaving that beautifnl which still was so, 

And mailing that so, which was not, till the place 

Beuame leligiou, and the heai't van over 

"With worehip of the gi'eat of old" 

Can this be the fountain of Poweij almost eupernal ? Power, 
secular in tlie past, whioli still rules o\ir spirits " from its urns ;" 
Power spiritual, in the Present, which gives the canon to more 
than the half of Christendom ! 

We passed St. Peter's, with its colonnades, and its deep 
shadows, swelling vast and heautiful in the silver sheen of the 
moon. Driving down "the piazza of St. Peter's, we recognized 
the lofty and lonely Castle of St. Angelo, and in a twinkling 
we were on its bridge, the old Pons Ae^«;*s,and the Tiber rolled 
beneath ! We could not discern the color of the classic stream. 
The statues iipon the bridge looked grim and majestic ! This 
is KoME I Not the foster child of the she-wolf; for ancient 
Home lies at the extreme south. Tfiis is Rome of modern 
days, whose apostolical rescripts have engaged the British parlia- 
ment for months. This is the powerless-powerful Pontificate, 
whose thunders may be hushed by the French cannon the next 
hour, but whose silent authority is ministered unto by thousauds 
of handmaid churches and millions of devotees, throughout the 
world ! 

After passing through some dirty, miserable streets, we 
emerged into the region of palaces, darted down a dark avenue, 
and drove under the old forum of Antoninus, upon whose high, 
massive roof there is a building and a profiision of verdure, — 
and which is now used as a custom-house. While undergoing the 
customary search, we observed the eleven Corinthian eohimns of 
Greek marble. Some of the old architraves are preserved ; but 
the bases and capitals are gone. 
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—French Soldiees. 



The eternal city has so often been described, and its every 
column minibered, that it would bo gratuitous in me to attempt 
any thing of the kind. 

Thus far wc had found our own way, without the aid of 
swindling guides, hut hero they are necessary. Not only guides 
in the human shape become essential, but Murray himself began 
to compensate us for lugging him about. In the latter is found 
eveiy spot of classical association; and to undertake, even upon 
a small scale, to enumerate these, would be as foolish as it is 
impossible. A few general views will suffioe. These shall be 
taken without pedantry and without color. 

There is one object connected with Rome that intrudes itself 
at every step. It is the French soldier. The sound of braaeu 
martial music now reminds me of him. Pope Pius sleeps 
sweetly, no doubt, under the everlasting marching, fifing and 
tooting of the soldier. I understood that some time ago he 
sent word to the French commandant, that the city was in good 
order and quietude ; but France wa^ as obtuse as an adder to 
the hint. Why 1 Austria was pouring her soldiers into Tus- 
cany, and it was feared that Home waa their final destination. 
The Pope and Cardinals, it is said, even second the efforts of 
the Kepublicans in order that they may be free from the French 
rule. There are now in this city over eight thousand French 
soldiers, and ten thousand more are expected. They infest 
galleries, churches, gates, villas and palaces. Home seems 
destined by the Almighty to answer for her past sins in the 
triple exactions of a military, ecclesiastical and civil domination. 
It was here that the nations of old, including ancient Gaul, lost 
their liberty, and it is here the nations, including present Gaul, 
now appear to enslave Eome herself. 
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4.— The Capitol View. 



Passing through long lines of soldiery, we direct our course 
to Oapitol Hill. From its towor, tlio general survey of the city 
should first bo made. It stands between the now or Ecclesias- 
tical liome, and the old or Pagan Borne ; between the living 
aud the dead. This point is peculiarly appropriate and thrilling 
for a first view. It was here that Gibbon sat, when he contem- 
plated the august relics of former glory ; and saw starting from 
behind each fragmentary pillar or arch, the mysterioiis influence 
of Deity, writing the history of the nations. It was here that 
he first conceived the idea of writing the "decline and fall" of 
that city, the closing scene of whose magnificent oareer he de- 
scribes as the " moat awful in the annals of mankind," 

At the base of the hill, on either side of the long flight of 
steps which have often bcea ascended by kneeling friars, is a 
fountain. The colossal Gemini are at the top of the flight, and a 
colossal bronBe of Aurelius, on horseback, in the centre. On 
your left is the temple of Jupiter, which, like most of the ancient 
ruins, is converted from Paganism to Christianity. Tou find 
yourself, after many windings, in the tower. From the eastern 
view, immediately below, is the Eorum, the spot which was 
once the heart of ancient Rome. The artist, upon the subse- 
quent page, gives some idea of its position and appearance. It 
was here that Hortensius and TuIIy spoke, and winged words 
flew to the hearts of thousands through the same blue atmosphere 
which now surrounds these broken columns. Even yet, 

"The immortal ftooeata glow, 

And Btill the eloquent oir brentlioa,— bums wiUi CiocTO I " 

The temple of Vespasian, now only three columns ; the arch 
of Septimus SeveruB,with its .strange configurations; the temple 
of Jupiter — the Thunderer — are seen ; and further on, down 
the Sacra Via, on every side are irregular piles of ruins ; tow- 
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ering up sublimely among which, like a crown upoa the hoary 
head of antiquity, is tlie Coliseum. On the right, the eje ia 
absorbed by the immense ruins of the palace of the Csesars, 
utterly misshapen and haggard, olotbed with rank grass, and 
opening by damp vaults underneath. It is not unwortliy of the 
description of Byron, who saw it covered with cypress and ivy 
matted together ; with hillocks heaped upon what were cham- 
bers, with its arches and columns crushed into fragments, and 
nothing left but the name — "Imperial Mount" — to teii how 
human greatness can fall. 

As we stood looking upon the scene below, the eye ever and 
anon glancing toward the Tiber upon the right, and passing in 
one sweep its valley of relics, we could repeat almost in mockery 
the gratulations of Maoaulay's lay, at the head of our chapter. 

Mockery indeed, if we recur to the present. What a miae- 
rahle set of people — what "a rakehelly rout of ragged rascals" — 
are those below ; some laying in the shadow of the Arch of Titus ; 
some pitching coppers near Constantine'a Basilica ; some digging 
fiahing-worms near the Appian Way ; others driving miserable 
donkeys and os-oarts ; others working in the ruins for relics ; 
and others making ropes upon that pathway where the spoils of 
the estremest east and west were paraded, wtere legions of vic- 
torious braves marohod under the potential eagle, where Sallust 
and Livy, Virgil and Horace (jolly old Satirist I), Marcellus 
and Cato, all walked and talked, and where the fluent sonorous- 
ness of the Latin rung upon the enchanted air and made Ora- 
tory immortal ! 

The men of might rise from these gloomy vaults and pass 
again beneath these crumbling arches and pillars — an exceeding 
great army. History gives up its dead, evon in the midst of 
temples desecrated by the smell o£ fish and the meanest of 
offices. Theatres loom grandly, even though eonvei-ted into 
stables ; and mausoleums and palaces rise far into the glistening 
air, although Stefano has therein a blacksmith shop, or Michael 
sella in them cabbages to poor Franciscans. What are all these 
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sacrileges ? Are we not in the proud capitol of that metropolia 
of which Jalian said — "All the inhabitants of the (known) earth 
belong to her ;" and of which Claudius could truly say, that she 
was the fountain of all laws? "Was it not here that the North- 
ern conquerors of Eome placed supreme power in the hands of 
a poor pastor, whose prerogative grew so glorious and powerful, 
that Charlemagne ascended the steps of St. Peter's to acknow- 
ledge it ; and which seemed iu outward splendor, as it was in 
real power, the visible vicegerenoy of God upon earth ? Can 
we not discern, in the present abasement of that power, the hand 
of Him who is the author of all history j whose arm overturns 
the proudest steeds of Pompey and the columns of Trajan, the 
finest marbles of Aurelius and Augustus, and the most magnifi- 
cent arch of the. greatest Csesar? It is worth while to come 
from the Western world, to see how G-on Almighty writes his- 
tory, in which nations come and go, as rainbows. Truly, Italy 
is a conspicuous chapter in that momentous history ; but is it 
all written 1 Would that her people could obey the inspiration 
of Massini ; — ■' Give to Italy your thought, your counsel, and 
your blood. Baiae it up great and beautiful, as foretold by your 
great men. — Let it be one, as the thought of God I You are 
twenty-four millions of men, endowed with active, splendid 
faculties, with a tradition of glory — the envy of the nations of 
Europe. Your eyes are raised to the loveliest heaven, and 
around you smiles the lovelieKt land of Europe. You are encir- 
cled by the Alps and the sea — boundaries marked out by God, 
for an army of giants. And ytm must be such, or — nothing 1 " 

Shall it be nothing? When such sentiments can be thus 
uttered, ia there no hope? Is man here but the insect caught 
in the unyielding amber of an infallible theocracy 1 Shall 
Popery, the joint tool of France and Austria so long, and soon, 
we trust, to be the tool of neither, for ever crush the energies oS 
myriads of human beings? We wilt not cease to hope for the 
people. The reign of Injustice ia not eternal — it feeds upon its 
own black heart. Dark though seems the prospect, we will 
strike up the cheering song : — 
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" When wilt thou Bave t!ie people ( — 
Oil God of mercy, when ? 
Not kings und lords, but natJMis — 

Not tbronee nod erowns, but men ? 
ShaU CTima breed crime for ever I 

Strength aiding still tie atrong — 
Is it fhy will! Oh, Father 1 
No ! saj tha monntaina ; No ! the alciea ; 
Man'a clouded Bun shall bi^htly rise, . 
And songs aacend, instead of sighs, — 
God bavb hie People I " 

6. OuE Consul and the Villas. 

There is no teener delight while travelling abroad, than 
that which follows a meeting of friends and Americans. Espe- 
cially is it the case, when these friends Lave opportunities of 
unfolding the mysteries which perplex the sojourner. Oar 
Consuls have it ia their power to endear themselves to their 
fellow-countrymen, in a peculiar manner. ' Not that they all 
do this ; hy no means. As to our charg6 at Rome, Mr. Cass, 
we cannot refrain from expressing publicly the gratitude of 
our hearts, for the urbane and cordial manner with which he 
has received and aided us. He ia well beloved at Rome by all. 
Even now at his house there is a young American from Geor- 
gia, who has returned from Syria with the fever, reeeiving the 
last kind ofEces to the dying from our warm-hearted Consul. 
The foreign oflSoers of our government should all be such, I 
regret to say that, at some points, some of these ofBees arc 
filled with foreign upstarts, who inow just enough of English 
to treat yon cavalierly, and who, in comparison with our good 
Consul at Rome, deserve no mention, unless it were a rebuke. 

Mr. Cass has a fine gallery of paintings and sculpture. 
During the troublous times of 1848, he alone, among tho 
foreign Consuls, remained. ■ As money was scarce, and gems of 
Art plenty, and every thing precarious, he had the opportunity 
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of pureliasing the works of the masters at the most insignificant 
prices. He showed me a Guide, for which he paid five dollars, 
and for which he could now obtain hnndreds. Works that he 
gave hundreds for, would now be fortmies to him, were he dis- 
posed to sell. 

Through his kindness wc obtained access to two of the best 
yillas near Rome, that of the Borgheae, and that of the Albani 
family. 

The Borghese was formerly the great promenade of Borne 
Its park was even superior to, Hyde ; superior because it was 
every where adorned with statues of the finest mould. The 
commission of defence against the French, thought proper to 
upturn and destroy some of the finest parts of this villa ; but 
the works cf Art in the long galleries remain untouched. 
These galleries are entailed and descend with accretions from 
age to age iu the same family. The pai'k is bot the wreck of 
what it was before the EeYolution ; but even now it is a miracle 
of a cool and beautiful retreat. One peculiarity of these villas 
is, that in their walls ^re placed the old fragments and inscrip- 
tions which once adorned the niins about the Capitol, They 
are rare and weird in their potency over "the mind j lulling it 
into a sense of the hallowed past, and making it contempo- 
rary with the great which they commemorate. 

6. Italian Art. 

Every where in these villas is seen fwm, ; here, minute 
and graceful ; there, colossal and awful ; yonder, fragmentary 
and mournful. But every where is form. Why— (for the mind 
must repose amid this continuous range of painting and statuary 
to ponder general principles), why this idolatry of the Italian 
mind, to form 1 In itself, it is but the quality of a material 
object. It cannot bo destroyed, however, without destroying 
the individual subject to which it belongs. Matter, eircum- 
acribed and limited, is form ; and to be beautiful it must wave 
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or ourTe. To be beautiful in the highest spiritual eense, 
there must emanate from that form the passions of life in all 
their multiplied variety. The highest expreasiou of passion 
may be represented in the human countenance, and this ex- 
pression is heautifiil in a threefold sense ; physically beautiful, 
that is, independent of any expression of character ; beautiful 
in the expression of some permanent and distinctive disposition ; 
and beautiful in the expression of some emotion which we love 
or approve. The union of all produces that perfection of beau- 
ty, which to-day we have admired in the Curtius leaping into 
the Gulf ; in the Venus of Canova, for which Pauline Borghese, 
the sister of Napoleon, sat ; in the celebrated Apollo Sauroo- 
tones of Praxiteles, considered by connoisseurs the most exqui- 
site bronze statue in the world, and in the ever yonng and 
seraphic Antinous, crowned with lotus, which, next to the 
Laocoon and the Apollo Belvidere, is the most beautiful monu- 
ment of the Elder Art. This last gem, although it is over two 
thousand years old, glances in its white radiance, as if just from 
the hand of Grecian genius. These last two pieces are in the 
Albani galleries, intermingled with a host of lesser beauties, 
and surrounded with landscapes, urns, and marble pillars. In 
viewing them, you tread over mosaic paves of delicate work- 
manship ; while above you, look down multiform beauties in 
enduring fresco I Out of the fine windows are leafy prospects 
and embowering glades, down which the white forms of Numa, 
Minos, Yirginius, and Scipio, "move to your pausing eye." 
Fountains playfully hurst into the warm air, and tinkle softly 
and melodiously. 

We depart with a wondering, almost bewildered mind. How 
many throbs, wild and great, have followed the million pencil- 
touches and chisel-strokes, which have here imaged thought, to 
vivify the future ! How many scenes of joy and sorrow has 
genius embodied, not of the ideal only but of the real, — " all 
compact ;" for the ideal in its first prompturo boundi from the 
omim of the real, not at once full-fledged, hut with the elements 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



116 HOME, LIVING AND BEAD. 

of aerial life, to be cultivated by classic myth, historic deed, 
and the " aims aad triumphs of a hero's life." The material 
leaps docile into the ai'eua of beauty, under the idealizing power 
of Art. The stony crypt of the gray, past is penetrated, and 
becomes a star-strewn vault where imagination may gaze into 
the Infinite, and by gazing, .learn to decorate life with forms of 
dreamlike softness and heroic grandeur. 

With what endless repetition does beauty enshrine herself 
along these corridors of Art ! Here all Homer ia embodied ; 
tliere the -SJneid ; and further on, the long Hue of Roman 
CiBSars shine upon their pedestals. As all the gods of all na- 
tions came to Rome and were absorbed in her Mythology, so 
they were all represeated with their various attributes, acting 
in the sullen stone, and speaking from the dumb canvas. The 
phase of Beauty here 

And, reponted, ever pleoses." 

There is one statue which stands in the loftiest niche of mj 
memory. We went to the Church of St. Peitro to see it. Il 
is the Moses of Michael Angelo ! It is colossal, and was intended 
to form a part of the tomb of Jiilius tl. Although it is nol 
surrounded as the artist expected, yet its commanding espres 
sion and majestic mien make it more than Olympian. It is the 
leader and lawgiver of Israel. He has seen the Ineffable One 
upon Sinai ! How awful and sublime is that terrific front ! How 
meanly and indifferently are all the other niohes of the church 
filled, beside this great work of the greatest of Artists ! The beard 
and horns have rendered it obnoxious to criticism ; but they givt 
the air of the demi-god to the majestio marble. It may b« 
that they are blemishes. There are spots even upon the sun. 

Must Genius and Poverty ever go hand in hand ? In the lit 
erarj world it has ever been thiis. In a national point of view 
Italy illustrates it. It was through suffering, that the brightest 
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•iins of earth weie edticateil into the priesthood of power. The 
-lime enthusiasm wtieh worshipped the charms of the Virgia 
soul — the ' Peifumeof Piiadise," — jet lingers here about its old 
hiuut^ It IS leen upon the veriest os-cart. whose figure-head 
IS 1 beiuteous Midonm It shone in the filagree and mosaic 
of Italy at the Woild s Eau It stares you in the face at every 
coiner where prints lul piintings are exposed. It is carried 
upon the cane heads of the merchant. It flows in the fleecy 
veil of the lady In fine is not Italy happily likened to the 
migi:, gift possessed by the girl of the fairy story, who dropped 
pearls and diamonds at eveiy opening of her mouth, to the sad 
detriment ^nd lo^s jt her teeth, those homely but very needful 
functions ot speech ind masticatioa I 

In tliese poor ideas about Art, I do not mean to be critical. 
I have neither the di=poBitiou, nor the ability, to criticise the 
^reat woiks, which are seen but to be admired without question. 
Univerfcil ta^te has stamped its signet upon them, as infallibly 
IS upon the Iliad oi iEneid and though a thousand eonnois- 
seuis should peep at them with the rounded hand," they 
would "till =h ne peeiless in their perfections, and permanent in 
thiir beauty 

7. COLISEDM AND St. PeTKr'S. 



The finest contrast which Home presents is the Coliseum 
and St. Peter's. The one is at the nadir, the other at the zenith ; 
the one was dedicated to the destruction of that religion which 
now is enshrined in the other. The one is the marvel of an- 
tiquity ; the other is the wonder of modem time. One was 
used for the gratification of the meanest passions j the other as 
the temple of Him who taught Peace and practised Benignity. 
Indeed the contrast might run on, until comprehended at last, 
in this, that the one mas the offspring of Pagan power ; and tlie 
other the result of Christian power. 

There are no two spots upon the round earth so full of inter- 
est It may. perhaps, be a matter of pleasure to my readers to 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



SOME, LIVING AA'D DEAD. 
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fi.-om the loof, and have been moved aside to accomm.date the 
goats and cows which herd there. 

"We entered the beautiful church of Santa Francesca, which 
ia built upon the temple of Venus, and examined the floor. It 
is the same esijuisite mosaic which was trod by the devotees of 
the myrtlu m the time of Eoman luxury, 

Our ejea tike in the old sites of at least fifty temples and 
theatres, as we look down the sacred way between the arches. 
On the right h<i,nd is the palace of the CjeBars, now owned by an 
Englishman, Mr Mills (Oh I Cueaar, where are your wounds 
ngw, and where is your Mark Antony to preach their woe ?) mho 
has torn down the little shops which onoe lined the way. Work- 
men are engaged in levelling the ground, and in breaking stone 
about the Coliseum. Their song really enlivens the dread deso- 
lation of the scene. An old fountain called Meta Sudons is 
near, wherein the gladiators were wont to refresh themselves 
after the labors of the ring. It was an important appendage to 
the Coliseum, — that splendid pile of irregular, circular, columnal 
ruins, which stand out the most perfect of the relies of Old Rome 1 
The CoSiseum is full of holes, out of which metals have been 
extracted ; and its windows serve to relieve its dim arches with 
wild and broken light. As we approach it, we pass the Appian 
"Way. the only refrosliing street in Rome. Its long vistaw of 
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trees betoken tlie march of improvement in that direction. We 
approach the old structure. The warder unbolts the heavy 
gate. We pass under the arches, past a stracge fresco of Jeru- 
salem and Calvary, and enter the interior ; and lo ! tier on tier 
of heavy stone, covered with green, patched with brick work, and 
rising up into a huge oval, carved out from the clear vault of 
heaven, a great sapphire irregularly round ! Birds ai'e flying 
about the old walls, fig-trees grow hero and there ; a cross stands 
in the middle of the arena, and fourteen statues of our Lord's 
passion are placed around it. Deep, dark dungeons, in which 
the early Ohristians, prisoners, and wild beasts were kept, gloom 
about the place. 

The amphitheatre is built principally of travertine. The 
external elevation consists of four stories. The area was once 
nearly sixty acres. There were four tiers of seats corresponding 
with the external stories, and these would hold 87,000 specta- 
tors I More than two-thirds of this immense building baa been 
taken down, and now foi-ms part of the palaces of Popes and 
Cardinals. The Coliseum was built by Vespasian in the year 
A. D. 72. Nearly 400 years saw it the scene of barbaric spec- 
tacles. At its dedication, -5,000 wild beasts (heavens I what a 
howling there must have been !) were slain. St. Ignatius here 
met the death of a Christian martyr ; and how many more suf- 
fered in this same den of devils, history amply records. It has 
been used as a fortress, a woollen factory, then as a saltpetre 
factory, and finally sanctified with the " Pon. Max" upon it, and 
consecrated to the memory of the martyrs. 

A stair-case led us up through the galleries to the summit. 
The view from one of the "rents of ruin" is fine. The temple 
of Nero, and a large garden of flowering pomegranates, almonds 
and figs, fill up the foreground ; while the hills of Tivoli are spread 
out under a delicate haze of blue in the distance. The splendid 
Basilica of St. John Lateran lifts its fine proportions between. 
In front, wa look across the Tiber to the green hills of the Jani- 
ciilum, where Ondinot and Garibaldi contested for the city, and 
left the marts of the Vandal upon the beauty of Art. 
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Byroa describes the Coliseum as lie saw it by moonlight, 
and his cleseription I read to our little company, from off a 
broken seat of 

"TJiat noble -wredf in niinona pti-fection." 

We expect, if we can TentiU'e out under these delusive moon 
lights, to enjoy the dark waving of the trees in the blue mid 
night, and the shine of the stars through the rougli old windows 
and recall the touching pathos of that marble gladiator of the 
Capitol, which personates the prisoner from the Danube, leaning 
upon his hand in the bloody circus, while his dizzy brain reels 
with the death dance, and he thinks of his but upon his native 
stream, and his Baeiao wife and young barbarians at play! The 
shout of thousands rings again from side to side, in this vast 
arena, as in fancy I see the gladiator sink beneath the blow 
of the kingly beast. Borne had here her holiday ; what recked 
the poor slave's life? 

Ah ! different — far different — is Borne now I To-day I heard 
before the assembled Cardinals and Pope, a dark-skinned Abys- 
sinian — a student of the Propaganda — gi'ow eloquent in classic 
Latin, over the mercy and love of that Saviour whose precepts 
teaeh the equal right of all to live, and that — for ever. 

I am now called away to see the Coliseum by moonlight. 
My heart bounds to behold the soft radiance of Dian flinging its 
lustre of beauty amid the rough and broken shadows, and among 
the enormous crevices and flaws. 

We are returned. The dream is over. Dream ? How else 
could float in the soft light of an Italian moon such a stupendous 
miracle of beauty. How lonely in their loveliness the surround- 
ing ruins sleep in the mellow lustre ! 

On our way, we stopped a while before the column and forum 
of Trajan, to admire its rounded shaft, with its colossal figure 
and its broken columns, standing like sentinels about the monu- 
ments of the Past. The arch of Sevents, the temple of Jupiter 
Stator, and the " nameless pillar with a buried base," stood si- 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



W -IT 

g ur po 



c 

h T 



m d g p d 

And now tlie Coliseum stands confessed in her garment of 
moonligLt, the perfect ruin, the sii&hiiiest sti Kciure in the world ! 
How its round walls glisten I Is it not perfect? Show flaw or 
rent or breach now? Doth not the clear shine, wall up, with its 
crystal architecture, each crevice, eacij window, each rent? Is 
not this material of richer lustre than even those rare gifts of 
the Pasha of Egypt to the Pope — the alahaster pilasters and 
columns which to-day we saw at St. Paul's? How full does the 
night seoop out of the huge circle its arches of darkness ! Hun- 
dreds of these arches repeat the gloom around the vast eiroum- 
ferenee. The great area is checLuered with irregular lights and 
shades, playing among every form, and rising tall and dream- 
like, against a star-sti-ewn and a moonlit heaven. 

Within that circle, covering six acres, how much has heea 
enacted ; of sportive savagery and nohle martyrdom, how much? 
Can it be that hut one-third of what was the Coliseum only re- 
mains in that vast pile ? Yes ; for we have passed to-night, 
palace after palace, constructed out of its material ; and wo can 
see that the outer arches have been peeled off (as it were) time 
after time ; yet so much remains that the imagination reels un- 
der the vision. 

We drove around, taking in, with some few hundred yards, 
a small segment of the circle, when the glisten of ;i bayonet, 
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the darker side of the ring. This la the only sound heard amid 
the deaolation. Shouts no longer crack the welkin ; the roar of 
beasts no longer anawers the greeting of the populace. Yet 
through these old walls, the atorms of nearly two thousand 
years have whistled, and roared, and heat ; yet it stands, the 
monument of Rome, and the everlasting teatimony for that 
Christianity, whose early apostles met JJeath and gained the 
Victory in its inhospitable emhraee. 

We drOTe home past a temple in front of which ai-e great 
piles of rocks. Among them, are water-gods, tritons, and horses 
colossal, around and out of whioh gush, in every direction, 
streams of water, falling into beauteous basins, clear as the moon- 
light which flashes against it, and muaical as the birds whioh 
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sing near its natural fountains among tbe liilla of Tiyoli. Ttis 
ie the sweet " virgin " fountain. It takes its name from an an- 
cient story, wi-ioii in bass-reliefs is toli3 upon the lofty temple's 

Why have we nothing like this in America 1 Why is Ai't so 
slow ? It is because Time has been so brief with us. JSf othing 
can make an American abroad feel how much his country has to 
do, as to see what strides others have made, who Have been eyen 
less favorably placed. Ours is a struggle yet for the mate- 
rial — the needful. The Ideal will succeed, as the rainbow doth 
the sun and shower. We are following the true order of nature. 
With our Religion and Liberty we shall not have Coliseums, to 
remind future nations of any departed barbaric glory. Nobler 
temples will be dedicated to nobler purposes. 

It remains for us to exhibit the contrast of the Coliseum, — 
St. Peter's ; and to recall the reflections which that celebrated 
pile and the Vatican aroused. 

Three visits to these spots have given me some familiarity 
with them ; but it is not the familiarity which ceases to wonder, 
much leaa that which creates contempt. Neither is it that pom- 
pous procession of religious association, moving down the corri- 
dors, the aisles, and through the wilderness of stone, called St. 
Peter's, which excites so much admiration and wonder. It is the 
untold magnificence of Art, which on every side bursts upon the 
unaccustomed mind of an American. We have seen eshibitions 
of art at every step throughout Kome. Sometimes in the chur- 
ches, it is in exceeding bad taste, and even disgusting. I do 
not remember, however, to have seen any thing quite so had as a 
picture of the Last Supper, of which I have read, and which, I 
believe, was found in a church in Mexico— where the Cherubim 
and Seraphim act as cooks and scullions ; one scouring a dish ; 
another blowing a fire ; a third frying eggs ; while in the back- 
ground, with head and wings prominent, others are passing round 
the edibles. But this specimen of Art will serve as a comment 
on a great deal of the worst Art to be found hi K.oTiian churches. 
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ItB tendenc7 is to nnspirltnaliae every Bpiritual object — to earth- 
ify it, so to speak ; to maie it senauouB and tangible. Even in 
St. Peter's, where the boldest genius of his time, Michael An- 
gelo, taa represented Gon himself hurling the sun and earth 
into existence — this tendency is apparent. The culture of 
humanity is the prime object of Art, Is this effect produced by 
unsphering from the lofty ferny le of tliesou! those object s, which 
to be rightly influential, mutt be sjnitual, tnd by degrading 
them to a niche in a human temple made with bands — temporal 
and not eternal ? 

The approaeb to 8t Peter s is imposing A great circular 
piazza opens before it, surrounded by three hundred and sixty 
lar^e columns, gracefully suimountcd ly an entablature upon 
which statues glisten in the tua Stind upon the steps of the 
Basilica. The gieat circle ot columnil giandeui bends ibout 
the high obelisk and the twin fountains. On either bide, at lyht 
angles with the church, are the vaulted pathways, leading to the 
chapels. Upon the left rises the Vatican, with its intricate 
oomploxity of palaces. The crows, high up among the carving of 
the capitals, are rearing their young, and cawing like a company 
of Frenchmen. The plash of fountains hushes into Sabbath si- 
lence the air around. The colossal figures of St. Peter and St. 
Paul stand guardians of the place. Turning around — the eight 
huge columns which hide in their shadows other columns, lift 
on high the mighty temple of Catholic Christendom. The jut- 
ting cornice and tracery gracefully hang under niches and over 
windows, in and around which are figures with scrolls, sceptres 
and crowns. Far out in front (for the eye leaps about as if a 
strange spell were upon it) gleam white in the sun the angles and 
curves of the fine waits. No verdure relieves the extensiveuess 
and massiveness of the view. Bass-reliefs, inscriptions, bells and 
clocks, furnish lineaments for the church's countenance of stone. 
As the eye ranges upward, covering the vast expanse of archi- 
tecture, we may well exclaim with G-ibbon : " Here is the most 
glorious stmirMire that ever has been applied to tlie use of religion." 
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Upon this spot where we now tread, scarcely a eentniy after 
Christ, an oratory was erected by the Bishop of fiome, to honor 
the place where St. Peter was interred. Here Constantino 
worshipped the cross he saw ia the heavens, and hnilt the great 
Basilica. Here pope after pope added adornment to adorn- 
ment, until the finishing genius of Michael Angelo completed the 
structure, hy crowning its sublimity with the over-during beauty 
of the Pantheon. What expense, what labor, what genius has 
been here expended upon a few acres ! Indeed the expense of 
the additions to the pile were so great— extending over the 
reigns of forty-three popes — that the sale of indulgences was 
resorted to for the purpose of meeting it. This resulted in the 
Reformation. At the close of the I7th century tiie oxponso 
amounted to 146,800,498 — excluaiTe of the eaocisty, models, 
and mosaics, estimated at $900,000. 

One is staggered which to wonder at — -the power that can levy 
such eontiibutions upon the labor of the w Id or the genius 
which transforms lough masses of lock cragged !ogi and trees 
and even the mire on which we tie^d into p'ilices spires tem 
pies and forms of e\eiy ■yaiiety f beauty and sullimityl 
Aladdms lamp was a wondeiful mstrument m its daj It 
converted stones into gold andcaipted the ewth with vehet 
for the tread ot Itings ^nd f[ueeni The human mmd fii es 
ceeds its migic power At the bidding of Mmd this immense 
structure stood umivalled tnl alone,— the t weim^ j,i<ind ur of 
aU time; 

" Woi'Hiiest of Goa, the liolj and the b-ue. 

Since ZLon'a desoloUon, when that lie 

Forsook his former city, what oouid ba 

Of eortUy ati'ncture in hia honor piled 

Of a sublimer aspect. Majesty, 

Power, glory, strength, and beauty, — all are aialed 

In this eteiTial ark of worship uudefiled 1" 

When first I looked upon St. Peter's I confess to a keen 
disappointment. Its size seemed flattened, and its dome insig- 
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nificant compared to the fancy of it I had indulged. No doubt 
the colossal aize of the human forma about it, contributed to this 
effect, by giving a false standard of measurement. Indeed, it ia 
HO immense that the mind is bewildered in its huge details, and 
loses the sense of the immense whole. Byron aoeounts for the 
same impresHion, not by the lessening of the pile, but by the 
expansion of the mind under the genius of the spot. The 
church is about 806 feet long. The transepts from wall to wall 
are 450 feet. The diameter of the cupola, is 195 feet, being a 
little larger than the Pantheon. The height of the cross upon 
the cupola from the pave is 435 feet I 

But how cau I paint with indigent ink the interior ! At 
first sight, a8 I looked down the vaulted roofs and long nave, 
and up its swelling dome, I felt no holy awe, such as hushed the 
Boul into stillness in Westminster and N6tre Dame. The 
statues of popes, the paintings of saints, the sacred canopies 
and shrines, the presence of lesser form in its endless yariety, 
attracted the attention, and disturbed the aspiration of the soul 
towards the Infinite. The Ealdaochino, or grand canopy, cast 
into spiral columns out of the bronze taken from the Pantheon, 
and garlanded with gilded flowers and foliage, stands over the 
grave of St. Peter. The eye swims as it gazes upon it. This 
beautiful object breaks the awe-inspiring impression of the 
dome under which it stands. Over one hundred lamps burn 
around it, while below, is a shrine and the kneeling statue of 
P "M by C Th t th hu h m nt d 
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state than Westminster could bestow. The gazer is informed, 
by an inscription, that James IIL, Charles III., and Henry IX., 
Kings of England, here repose ! Some one should forthwith 
advise Macaulay of this large gap in his history. There ia 
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oertainly one chapter omitted, if this inscription bo true. 
Why will men for ever use tte memorial of the dead as tlie 
instrument of Hes ? Shakspcare exaggerates but little when ho 
savs, that there is 



A lying ti'ophy : and as oft is dniab 

Whai'e dust wid damnsd oblivion is the tomb 

Of honored bon«e indeed." 
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as we wandered amid this home of departed priesthood. At 
last we emerged again into the nave of the church, with the pray- 
er that our last repose might not he in anch aeorridor of stone and 
darkness; but under the pleasant light of heaven, amid the 
beauty of nature, where birds might sing, and in the place 
where affection should prompt and love to linger. 

Having viewed the depth, we could not refrain from visit- 
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ing the Iieight of St. Peter's. A broad paved spiral stair- 
ease leads by gentle aeoent to the roof of stone. One might 
easily drive up with horses and carriage. The top would form, 
also, a pleasant drive. On the walls are the names of the sover- 
eigns who have heen up to the cupola — a long list. This list 
might be increased considerably, if the American sovereigns were 
added. The roof seems to be a city in itself. Upon it are bel- 
fries, domes, houses, and other appendages of a city. Komc 
begins to grow small below. The head grows dizzy as the eye 
dares to descend — hut we are not half up. The Pantheon 
stands before us upon the roof, surmounted by the brass hall, 
which seems some two feet in diameter, and into which it is 
said sixteen people may he stowed. Through winding stairs, 
by tugging and resting, and gazing out of the windows, we 
reached the top of the dome ; and walked out into a balcony, 
whose railing is invisible below, and into the open air some 
400 feet above the city. Below us are the flowering orange trees 
and gardens of the Pope ; far to the south-east, the Coliseum 
and its brother-ruins fling their broken shadows to the earth ; 
still further beyond, under an esqiiisite web of mist, lie in 
quiet beauty the hills of Tusculum, Titerbo, Tivoli, and the 
chain of Apennines. To the left, old Mount Soracte, of classic 
memory, whitens its top in the slty. . Monte Mario relieves Its 
baldness by a green summit, nearer to our view. Between, in 
dead long levels, the freshly-mown Campagna spreads its great 
carpet about the seven hills, — the dim blue fringe of which car- 
peting is none other than the Mediterranean, visible in a long 
line upon the left. The birds chirrup among the fragrant gar- 
dens, and fountains endeavor to climb upward, only to curl 
in beauty and murmur their music. The Tiber, seemingly a 
little run, plays awhile amid the foliage, glances, winds here 
and there amid the roofs below, and under the Angelo bridge, 
and then darta away towards the horizon, to mingle its thread 
of yellow in that fringe of blue. 

Can we ascend higher ? Try that perpendicnlar iron ladder. 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



SOME, LIVING ASB TjBAD. 129 

and follow it upward through that long narrow neck, and you 
are in the fcall itself! One of our ladies even dared it. The 
atmosphere was a little tepid to be sure, owing to tlie proximity 
of the ball to its solar companion. The echo of our voices 
clinked so fearfully on its sounding metal, that — yes — it was 
really fearful. The sense of being so high, worse than the 
eight through the little chinks, made me feel more indescribably 
qneer and qualmy than ever I felt before. The trembling 
knees almost refused the rapid descent, while pespiration drop- 
ped beads from the brow, like Oriental trees their " medioinal 
gum," My second ascent in company was much more pleasant. 
Our guide told us a good story of an obese Frenchman, who, 
the other day, squeezed through the neck and found himself 
puf&ng in the ringing ball. He illustrated the.old Horatian 
fable beautifully ; for he could not take the back-track. He 
was too, " Oh, call it not fat — oleaginous^' to return. There 
he remained between heaven and. — earth, half a day, all the 
while dripping like a fountain, or like Falstaff, " larding the 
lean earth," until the profuseness of the perspiration had some- 
what diminished the rotundity of his oorporosity, when he de- 
scended from, his oven, a sadder and a thinner man 1 

On our return down, we saw tho lamps with which St. 
Peter's is illuminated on festal days. Boys are tied in strings 
(like "Wethersfield onions), and hung down in great garlands 
along the lamp lines. Three hundred and eighty-two men are 
also on hand to assist in the lighting. Every column, cornice, 
and frieze, and all the details, even to the summit of the cross 
above the ball, are to be lighted. In eight seconds, at a given 
signal, 6,800 golden lights leap into being, and burn against the 
gigantic architecture — a firmament of fire ! 

The Bun dial, upon the roof, points to the hour of ten inin- 
utes after thirteen I which is our ten minues after nine. Another 
singularity as to time in Home is, that at noon a gun is fired, a 
bla«k ball rises over the college, and every bell rings the time. 
It produces quite a startling effect on the stranger. 
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'. Vati 



Our visit to the Vatican occupied two days, and tLen it was 
but a hurried glance at this great repertory of art, learning, 
wealth, und power. We democrats from the la,nd of Lomc-hred 
simplicity, and brick and mortar unadorned, were completely 
confounded by the constant auccession of- splendors. Here 
are the spoils of Time as well as its trophies, arranged amid 
the museums and libraries, and long — long — galleries. Here 
learning and taste have added building after building, so that 
the appearance of the whole from St. Peter's cupola, is that of 
a long parellelogram of stony fabrics, with squares between, 
wherein are gardens of rare exotics in great urns, together with 
fountains of fclear water. Long arbors of boxwood, and high 
impenetrable hedges of living green, spread around the palacesj 
upon which we may look, as we stroll through the long corridors, 
filled with busts, statues, sarcophagi, and old inscriptions in- 
serted in the walls. To compute the extent of these halls, 
miles might be used. The number of apartments may give 
some idea of its extent. It Las eight grand stair cases, 200 
smaller ones, 20 courts, and 4,422 apartments. 

The wonders from Etrusca and Egypt form separate mu- 
seums, and speat an earlier civilization than that of the elder 
Eomans. In the cabinets, relieved by porticos, were the choice 
statues of antiquity, some greatly mutilated. We had many 
opportunities of applying the principle ■' ex fede Hcrculeni." 
Here were statues of every animal, as well as every variety of 
men and divinities. 

Separate and apart from all others stood the great group of 
the Laocoon, The greatest offspring of the chisel stood before 
US, in his torture dignifying pain, 

" With an immorfal's patience blending." 
Oh ] wliat a clench was that old man's; what expiring sadness 
upon that young brow, and what speechless, ansious agony upon 
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that other! For two thousand years that "long envenomed 
ohain of living links" has wound about the father and tis sons, 
awakening the deepest sympathy of the soul, while it illustrates 
the power of the Rhodian sculptors over the passions of man. 

Wkat a contrast to this is the Apollo Belvidere, which is 
near. Light enshrined ; every dignity personified ; Love dei- 
fied ; Beauty, Manliness, and Genius, encased gracefully in the 
white marble ; all that rivets admiration in the fair, or awakens 
awe in the supernal, stand 

"Staj-lite ai'ound until they gather to a God!" 

BaphaeVa " Transfiguration," which we afterwards saw, could 
not compete for the guerdon beside these marble marvels of aa- 
tiijuity. The stone has no peer in the canvass, in the highest 
heaven of art. 

It would only weary, to tell oni visions of beauty and 
miiqueness, which every where gleamed from niohe, ceiling, wall, 
and floor ; throughout library, portico, museum, and cabinet. 
Here were the maps of all Italy, worked in the wall. There, 
the mosaic manufactory, where all the saints and popes are 
starting a new race for immortality in the panels of St. Paul. 
There, the richest tapestry of Gobelins, with the Bible illus- 
trated by a strange order of art. Every where the same im- 
pression is produced, of endless variety, in the maaes of which 
the mind is almost lost, like a child amid a wilderness of foliage 
and beauty. Yet out of all these endless varieties and " bro- 
therly dissimilitudes, arises the goodly and graceful symmetry," 
that speaks the common reason and natui'e which we all wear 
under God, our Maker. Tlirough manifold phases and turnings 
the mind ascends to that apex of generalization, where Unity 
kisses heaven and is embathed in its pure light ; where the great- 
est as well as the least obey that oommon law, whose seat is 
in the bosom of God. 
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9. Tire Popi 



Tet one may wander amidst all these mignificent results of 
Art in tlie Vatican and St. Peter's, yet l^il to cittli the spiiit 
that breathes throughont tliem. The actors m this splendid 
tiieatre should be noted, as thej move m full costume to fill 
the swellicg scene. This was our object upon the fiist Sunday 
morning in Summer, as we drove toward the pidzza £f St Peter a 
The Pope was to offioiat-j in Siatiaie Chapel. Our ladies had 
doffed the gaudy-ribboned bonnet and donned the simple black 
veil. We had, according to the rule, put on dress-coats. The 
crowd increases as we drive within the enclosure. Following 
our guide along the straight corridors, and through files of the 
Pope's Swiss guards, dressed in fantastic yellow and black, with 
Turkish pants and long spears, we were ushered by soldiers 
(one of whom valiantly siezed my cane and straw hat and bore 
it away in triumph) into the chapel. The ladies we leave 
seated, looking through great gilded bars, while we pass in 
among Austrian soldiers, Franciscans in their brown robes, and 
a goodly variety of other holy orders. 

While waiting the entrance of His Holiness, the mind oan 
find delight in examining the "Last Judgment" of Angelo, 
frescoed upon the wall of the Chapel, Every variety of Hope, 
Doubt, Despair and Beatitude, beam upon us from the figures 
upon the wall. Within a sacred enclosure, over which tip-toed 
curiosity oan barely peep, is a green-carpeted floor and tapestry 
hangings, with an altar and a throne. Seats are arranged for 
the Cardinals, who soon begin to pour in, dressed in great red 
gowns and skull caps, attended by servants in purple. After 
bows and crosses, the servants proceed to unroll the trains and 
seat tte Cardinals A very hearty array of old Eojnans they 
seem, with their arms. under cover, their gray hair shining, their 
lofty brows and intelligent faces bespeaking good living as well 
study and reflection. Most of them kept up an inaudible prayer. 
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One fine, old, tremlilmgly fat gentleman seemed to be beyond 
the age of piety, but his habitual prayerfulnesB still played upon 
his lips. He reminded me of Chaucer's monk, who repeated all 
hie terms, 

" That he liad learned out of some decree, 
No wonder was, lie heaM it all the day." 

Directly, buff soldiers, with gilt helmets and drawn swords, 
rush in to guard the door. I thought, at first, that there was a 
sudden insurrection, knowing that in matters of power, as poor 
Pius has learned, " there is but one step from the Capitol to the 
Tarpeian Rook." But no — the choir strike the high notes; the 
doors beyond open, and — " Voila 1" the Vicegerent of God ap- 
pears in his tiara and cloth of gold ! Around him swarm minis- 
ters of every degree and shade of color. He kneels : the rustle 
of red Cardinals shivers in the hallowed air, and all kneel. Then 
he ascends to the throne — a fine-looking, full-faeed man, graceful 
and dignified in his bearing. Power he seems to wear as a 
familiar garment. How graciously he extends his hand to the 
Cardinals, who severally leave their seats, attended by their 
attendants in purple, caiTying their trains. They, bowing, kiss 
the hand, or, as I was informed, the diamond brilliant upon the 
Pope's ring, as a token of reverence. An inferior order pros- 
trate themselves, and tip their labia at the shoe of His Holi- 
ness, upon which is a cross of silver. In the mean time, seraphic 
music from the Pope's select choir ravishes the ear, while the 
incense titilatea the nose. Soon there arises in this chamber of 
theatrical glitter, a plain, unquestioned African, and he utters 
the sermon in facile Latinity, with graceful manner. His dark 
hands gestured harmoniously with the rotund periods, and his 
swart visage beamed with a high order of intelligence. He was 
an Abyssinian, 

What a commentary was here upon our American prejudices. 
The head of the great Catholic Church, surrounded by the ripest 
scholars of the age, listening to the eloquence of the despised 
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negro ; and thereby illustrating to tlie world tLe oommon bond 
of biotheihood whicii binds the human race. I confess that, at 
first, it seemed to me a sort of theatrical mummery, not being 
familiar with such admisturea of society. But, on reflection, I 
discerned in it the same influence which, during the dark ages, 
confeired such inestimable blessings on mankind. History 
records, that from the time when the barbarians overran the 
"Western Empire to the time of the reviTal of letters, the influ- 
ence of the Church of Home had been generally favorable to 
science, to civilization, and to good government. Why ? Because 
her system held then, as it holds now, all distinotions of caste 
as odious. She regards no man, bond or free, white or black, 
as disqualified for the priesthood. This doctrine has, as Macau- 
lay develops in his introductory chapter to his English history, 
mitigated many of the worst evils of society; for where race 
tyrannized over race, or baron over villein, Catholicism came 
between them, and createcl an aristocracy altogether independent 
of race or feudalism, compelling even the hereditary master to 
kneel before the spiritual tribunal of the hereditary bondman. 
The childhood of Europe was passed under the guardianship of 
priestly teachers ; who taught, as the scene in Sistine Chapel of 
an Etbiop addressing the proud rulers of Catholic Christendom 
teaches that no distinction n le^arded at Komc, save that which 
divides the pnest from the people 

The seimon of the Abyssmian, m beautiful print, was distrib- 
uted at the dooi I bim^ one home as a trophy and as a sou- 
venir of a great truth which Ameiioans are prone to deny or 
contemn 

I hid seen the successor of Hildebraad and the tenth Leo. 
I had seen the heid of that anti Christ which Luther fought, 
with so much lancoi and heroism I had seen the visible im- 
personal powei, whi:,h m foimer times had made Henry the IT. 
stand tor diys bare beaded under the blasts of an Apennine win- 
ter, piiying idmission to humble himself; which in the per- 
son of Alexander IIL, whose tomb wo saw, placed its foot on 
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the neck of the haughty Frederick, with the esprcssion, " Swpcr 
aspidem, et basilisciim amhalabis." 

Glitter and pomp greater than what I had seen, could not sur- 
round the human form, — Homage such as could only be shown 
to the representative of the Saviour, was here exhibited ; hut 
one could not help feeling that the mighty heart of Popery as it 
once throbhed, was not here. Whether there be only one more 
niche in St. Peter's for PiusNono to fill, and tlius end the long line 
of the Holy Fathers, I did not observe ; but this I did feel, 
that in Italy and in Europe, the people had become alive to the 
■compact of tyranny between the Church and State, To borrow 
the biting sarcasm of a Westminster Reviewer of last Janu- 
ary ; '■ Even the most superstitious have had their faith terribly 
shaken, and have seen the infellible successor of St. Peter igno- 
miniously kicked out of his apostolio chair by his own children, 
and ignominiously kicked back again by a French army. Heaven 
had no thunder to hurl destruction at the impious republicans ; 
and neither virgin nor saints were in the clouds arrayed in 
their best clothes to give honor to his return. His esit and his 
restoration were both vulgar, and the poor old man is forcibly held 
in his uncomfortable seat by his masters in Paris, Vienna, and St. 
Petersburg, trembling every inch of him, lest the whole machine 
should again be blown to shivers, and he himself be snuffed out 
nice a candle that is no longer wanted because daylight is come." 
The weakness of the pontifleate does not spring from any 
peculiar corruption such as formerly severed the best part of 
Germany and Switzerland from its influence. Children no longer 
sing, as they did in Melancthon'a time ; 

"Of all foul spota the world aroand, 
The foulest spot in Rome is found." 

That weakness springs from the increased light of the age. 
The holy wicks only shone awful and potential in the dim twi- 
light of ignorance ; but then they were the only lights a mis- 
guided world possessed, Pius is well meaning enough. His 
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coTintecanoe bespeaks a q^uiet and tender heart. He lacks deci- 
sion of character. He fears to take a step that will end disaa- 
trously to tlie people. Let me illustrate bj an incident that 
occurred the other day. Some French soldiers were stilettoed 
a few nights since, apparently for smoking, which the Italians 
detest. Some sis Italians were arrested and condemned to 
death. The Pope, as it was in his power, reprieved them. The 
French Commandant sent Pope Pius word, that if he were 
not permitted to execute the sentence he would resign and 
go home ; thereby intimating that difficulty would follow. The 
Pope timidly yielded ; and the six men, who are now in the Cas- 
tle of St. Angelo, are to he shot. 

This state of thinga cannot last. Secret societies bonnd 
together by sacred oaths, and resolved for republicanism, are 
known to exist here. They comprehend the greatest part of the 
people. Silence—which seems as " harmless as the rose's breath 
to a distant passenger" is the result of secrecy, and betokens, in 
fact, the hushed breath of that liberty which, as Grattan has it, 
will not die with the paopiiEi, but survive him ! 

What reflections ensne upon leaving these vestibules of Pow- 
er and Splendor? Do they humiliate the poor and bumble 
wanderer from the distant shores of the Western world 1 Thank 
God, No 1 Under our ovinfree sky, we have a temple of wor- 
ship, whose pillars stand upon no slavish foundation, and whose 
dome was reared by na trafE.o in sin. Jewels we have, sown 
every dawn upon the fertile earth, well worth whole satrapies of 
power ; tapestry dyed ia sunsets of gorgeous glory ; and forms 
of freemen — " lords of the lion heart and eagle eye"— every one 
a Pope,— -moving in individual independence — accountable to God 
alone I And as we take a last look at the gorgeous interior of 
St. Peter's Basilica— at the vast fabric, with its vistas and aisles 
opening on eveiy side — as high thoughts lift the soul upward to its 
fount— -as the rich light streams in, through and upon dim reli- 
gious forms — as we feel the blest effluence from God, — half lost in 
the contamination of man — as the idea of Eternity grows upon 
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the soul with the eye moying upward and upward within the 
swelling dome ; still — still, the homo of the loved and the free 
land of our hirth is over the prayer and the hurden of tho full 

10. — The Cardinals and Politics. 

It was a wonder to my unsoptisticated mind how these Car- 
dinals here, were supported in their stately pomp. I wondered 
no longer when I learned some of the secret springs whieh 
political elinrohmen have the opportunity and the will to toueh. 
Tou may see their carriages rolling by, adorned with arms and 
liveried servants. They live ia sumptuous style in splendid 
palaces. When elected, a salary of about four thousand dollars 
is attached to their office, as well aa the tribute of some foreign 
Bishopric or ecclesiastical establishment. Thoy arc the sources 
of power, and this affords them an immense revenue. With 
Tecy few exceptions they are said to be profligate and corrupt ; 
and this they are, without'the mitigation which the warm blood 
of youth and ignorance might furnish. 

The prominent cardinal is named, I believe, AnroNBLLr. He 
was formerly a Bandit, and condemned as such. Gregory XVI. 
found in him, a shrewd, ingenious, gifted mind, and attached 
him to his household. He rose rapidly in the priesthood, and 
now exercises the controlling power in these St.ates. The Pope 
has more heart than sense. He is a kind, generous, tender- 
hearted old gentleman ; exceedingly fallible in judgment, and 
weak in decision of purpose. He has qualities which fit him for 
the head of a church, but not for the head of a troublesome civil 
organiaation. He has been so keenly reproached for bringing 
all the trouble of the TLeTolution, by his liberality, that he has 
committed to others .political matters, and now concerns himself 
simply with the affairs of the church. If he could only dissever 
the civil from the papal power, he would give Popery a trcmen- 
doiis influence which it now has not, throughout tho world ; 
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especially in the United States, where the democratic ptiucijile 
can hrook no constraint from any otlier influencp 

What I have said and shall say ahout the Catholic religion 
at Rome, has reference simply to its connection with the state ; 
which unholy alliance, ever fraught with corruption to both, 
whether at Geneva, at Canterbury, or in Rome, must he depre- 
cated by every American who ia proud of his own Constitution 
and who lovee its liberal principles. 

What I have said in relation to matters here, might well he 
said by any intelligent American Catholic. God forbid that a 
single blot of intolerance should blacken my poor pages. I 
have studied with too nice a heed the human heart, and its rela- 
tions to man and to God, ever to color facts or aggravate preju- 
dice, where eonacieace is the arbiter of conduct, and God alone 
its Judge. I have remarked, too, with pride, the great differ- 
ence between the Catholic religion at home and abroad. As 
well accuse Protestantism of the absurdities of the Shakers, as 
Catholicism of some of the absurdities I have seen practised 
here in the churches. Chtvrches ? Not so. Only one church, 
that of St. Augustine, and called the church of the common 
people, was the scene of what in America would be called, or 
would seem, idolatry. We entered the church to see its singu- 
lar hedizeniiient. The pillars were hung with silver ornaments 
as high up as you can see. The church was darkened ; only 
lighted by candles, whose glare made it glitter like a hall of 
flaming diamond. Some say the silver and jewels are bogus 
and paste. Of that I am not able to speak. It would be no 
marvel if they were all genuine. The prime object in the 
church, is a large image of the Virgin, holding the Son. It 
ooenpies a niche near the door. It is decked out in all the 
beads, tinselry and gaudiness of an Oriental Indian Princess, 
while the environment is one blaze of jewelled light. Neck, 
arms and shoulders, are hung with necklaces and bracelets. 
The figure of the child was quite encased in the glittering splen- 
dor. Lights burn before tlie altar continually. Around this 
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altar, arc uumbers bowing and crossing ; while every moment 
some one passes up to the image, and wiping its silver foot, 
kisses the toe once, sometimes twice, — crosses, and retires to give 
place to another. While we stood there, perhaps five minutes 
at least, a dozen devotees performed this ceremony. The richly 
dressed lady enters, and with laoe handkerchief wipes the saered 
foot, kisses it, and is followed by a beggar in tatters, whose 
sleeve and lip answer the same office. And yet, as we look 
around and see the pious, upturned, happy faces of the worship- 
pers, seeming to be gladdened by the radiance of the Virgin, as 
they repeat their Ave Mariaa ; as we remember that from child- 
hood these habitudes have heen forming, and as we recall the 
tremendoaa power of religious emotion, we cannot but sympa- 
thize with the devotee, who seeks the intercession of the sweet 
Virgin to save from sin and woe. 

Far otherwise ia our regard toward the pampered Cardinal of 
RomCjif lam tobelievewhatcomes to me npOQ the best authority. 
Let me give you a fact. During the Revolution, our Charge 
had access to many places which upon ordinary occasions were 
barred. In one of these penetralias of power, he read, in Latin, 
a law by which if any one, dying, signified to the attendant Car- 
dinal his wish to leave him his estate, all that was necessary 
upon the death of the person, to obtain the estate, was for the 
Cardinal to proceed to the Sistine Chapel and make oath to 
the beijuest, when all other wills were set aside, and the Swiss 
Guards were ordered to put him in possessiou. The Cardinal, 
at the dying hour, had the power to command all out of the 
presence of the dying man. You may thus see what a handle 
of iniquity is this statute. Well may it be kept close. " But is 
it ever ptit in execution ?" Listen ! The head of one of the 
oldest of the noble families of Rome, named Franjapanetli, was 
about to die. His friend, the Cardinal (I cannot spell his name), 
called to " see him off," and administer the holy wafer. He 
had before solemnly disposed of his immense property among 
his children ; the greater share to his eldest son, who had mar- 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



140 ROME, LIVISe AND DBA}}. 

Tied an American lady, and tte rest of his estate aatiafactorily 
He died at night. The nest morning the Swiss Guards put tht 
Cardinal into the family palace, and into all the other posses 
aions, and the family out upon the world penniless. This was 
just before the Revolution. Tiie eldest son became a Repub- 
lican and died in defence of the oity. His widow is pressLog 
her suit in the ecclesiastical courts, but without hope. The 
court is made up of Cardinals or Priests, who are without soul 
or sympathy. Not having families, they know no tender ties of 
father or husband. They sit in frigid iceberg dignity, in the 
large marble palaces, and never warm except in the lust ot 
power or profligacy. Yet the only tribunals of Rome are con- 
stituted of such. They have no record. They have not even 
that respectable appendage of a Court, termed /«w«/crs. Bribery 
is their argument, and corruption the conclnsion of their jus- 
tice. We may tmlj say, that to press a suit in that tribunal, 
would be to appeal to sullen stones. Here, if any where on 
earth, the " learned pate ducks to the golden fool." The English 
chancery is beatitude to litigation in such a place. 

I hope the Pope will create no Caidmals for America. It 
was rumored that Bishop Hughes was to hive i hit The ill 
success attending the Wiseman espenment in England will 
prevent Papacy from creating any Cardinals in Protestant 
countries. His Holiness, who seems to fancy oui ChargiS here 
sufficiently to consult with him, informed him thit there was 
no foundation for the rumor of an American Cardinal. Mr, 
Cass rather advised him against the step ; although he ex- 
plained how perfectly easy the matter would be received in our 
tolerant country. 

Mr. Giss trims his diplomatic sails very neatly, and has 
run between Scylla and Charybdis without so much as a single 
leak. While he explained to Mazzini and bis friends the 
operation of republican institutions, and loaned them our con. 
stitutions, he protected Cardinals and Priests in his house from 
popular fury. He has been well repaid for the latter i 
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He showed us two Biblea which he receiyed the day before yes- 
terday, one in manuscript, one thousand one hundred years old, 
illuminated on parchment ! The other in print, being the first 
edition of the Bihle la 1440. The former was presented by a 
monk from the convent of Mt. Sinai in Egypt, and the latter by 
priest from the monastery of Vallambroaa, near Florence. He 
afforded protection to these priests during the siege, Poorfellows ! 
He could not persuade them to sleep in his bed, but they would 
sleep under it, in humiliation and fear. The first Bible is one 
of the rarest things of the kind known. One of the capital letters 
was under process of illumination it is said for a year. No one 
hut an old cloistered, patient monk, could have made it. The 
Vatican hoasts of but one more ancient than the above manu- 
script Bible. It is a Bible in the capitals of the sisth century ; 
but it does not compare with this, as a specimen. The Secretary 
of State offered $800 for it, to place it in the Vatiean, 

Priests meet us on every hand. Rome is thronged with 
them. As I write long processions of monks in black and white 
orape, and in brown robes, move under our window, chanting 
for the dead body which tkey bear. Some rich man has died, 
and left a paol a piece to these poor monks, to sing his soul out 
of purgatory, 

I passed upon the Corso one of a fraternity composed of the 
noble and rich, completely hid in a rough sack, with two holes 
in it for his eyes. He was on a mission of mercy, begging for 
the poor and afBioted, It was one of the peculiar sights of the 
Catholic metropolis. A procession of similar penitents, guarded 
by soldiers with lighted candles, passed yesterday up to St- 
Peter's. 

A brisk correspondence has been lately going on between 
the Papal and Austrian ministers, in relation to the troops o{ 
Austria. Austria had quartered in the States of the Church 
30,000 men at an expense of over f 100,000 per month. The 
Papal Secretary wrote to the Austrian, that at the present, cir- 
cumstances and the budget demanded a reduction of the troops 
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to ten thousand. The Austrian replied, that the present pos- 
ture of affairs reqwirecl the presence of all. The Secretary re- 
joined that the Papacy were the judges of that. The matter 
has heen left to the arbitrament of the French minister, who 
will certainly side with the Papacy, and then look out for squalls 
in the camps. Austria cannot yield her influence at Itome. 
Franco is keenly jealous of hers ; and it is shrewdly suspected, 
in more places than in England, that her policy is to colonize 
Home with French, and reduce the Eternal City to a dependency 
upon herself And so they play the game — knocking Popery, 
as boys do a ball at " two-hole cat," between them. I would 
like to remain here a little longer to see the sweetness of this 
union of Church and State in other phases. 

Two eases illustrative of the nature of this goTcrnment 
have come under my eye. We found our Minister yesterday 
in hot water over' the case of a lady fi'om America, who was 
about to be imprieoned by the police, because her villainous 
servant had run up bills which she would not pay, A servant 
at the Hotel, Dominichino PoUano, who is a Piedmontese and 
speaks English, just received a passport to leave Rome in three 
days — why ? He was a Republican. We intend to ' annex ' 
him to our company, and take him to a land of liberty. 

How beautiful and benignant seems our own Constitution, 
which holds aloft from the power of priest, whether in surplice 
or white neckerchief, the Palladium of our liberty. We had 
Lord Baltimore and Roger Williams, early in America, while 
in Europe, contemporaneously, persecution wielded the sword 
of the magistrate, and even gloried in indiscriminate massacre. 

By the way, that reminds me of the settlement of a ques- 
tion, long mooted by the Protestant and Catholic reviews. 
The former contended that the Pope had a coin struck in 
honor of the massacre of St. Battolomew. It was denied 
strenuously by humane Catholics. Last week, Mr, Cass found 
at the Papal mint, one of the coins with symbols upon it, re- 
presenting the Destroying Angel vindicating G-od's church. 
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Far better were it, if such illustrations of humati depravity 
were always aa rare as that long questionable coin. Even in 
this little sijTiib theoiogieal about a coin, we see tlie greatest 
passions of mankind in the arena. One side is ready to be- 
lieve all wrong, the other all right. From opposite sides they 
approach human nature ; 

" And would have fonght even to the deaHi to attest 
The quality of tlse metal wUch thay saw." 

Between all extremeB, few look for truth in the middle ; yet 
there it lies all golden in its neglected placer. Men move over 
it for centuries, too proud to stoop down and winnow, with the 
purity of reason, the rich ingot from the dirt and dross. 

11. Palace of Nero and the Church ov Latbean. 

The palace of Nero, which wo first visited yesterday, lies 
beyond the Coliseum, in the southern part of Rome, amidst the 
arches of triumph, and the ruined aqueducts. We pass to it, 
down that sacred way, which Horace was accustomed to walk, 
meditans nugarum, he did not know what. We did not follow 
his example. These scones were mjt trifles to ns; but stern 
mementoes of fallen might. 

The custodian, who is ever ready when a few pauls are to be 
made, lighted his torches ; and we began to descend through 
those chambers wherein dwelt the worst of men, and the most 
brutal of Emperors. The rubbish and dust had been removed 
from the damp etiol vaults ; and by our torches we could discern 
upon the faded walls the aneieut paintings, and beneath our feet 
splendid mosaics. Nero's " Corridor of Thought" was shown us, 
where the fell monster was accustomed to aggravate his hellish 
deeds by meditation. We were shown his old bath-rooms. 
These were all filled up by Titus, wbo built a palace above 
them. The caterpillars and lizards abounded ia every point 
where light could penetrate. It was in this place that the famous 
statue of Laocoon was found. 
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How strange is it, that all these ancient sites can be deter- 
mined with eYen more certainty than the corners and monuments 
of our quarter sections. Not strange either, when I remember 
that I saw to-day, at the Capitol, inserted in the walls of the 
old Senate House, a great number of stone tablets, or plats of 
the ancient city, which were dug up in a perfect state ; and by 
means of which, one point being giyen, all may be determined. 

The money of princes and nobles has been prodigally ex- 
pended in eseavating and disinterring ; so that the floors of most 
of the ancient temples have been reached, and something con- 
firmatory of their identity has been found. The Roman villas, 
the palaces and the Vatican, abound in inscriptions and monu- 
ments dug from the various structures of antiquity. 

We went to the Basilica of St. John Lateran, farther out to 
the southeast. This is the oldest Christian church, and takes 
precedence even of St. Peter's. Constantino founded it; It 
contains some precious relics. It onght to, as it is over fifteen 
hundred years old. While the monks were chanting under the 
lighted candles, we looked at the colossal marble statues of the 
Apostles ; were shown the same table upon which the last supper 
was taken ; the stone upon which the four soldiers cast lots ; the 
broken pillars of the temple ; the impression of the Saviour's 
feet when he appeared to St. Peter, to warn him of his approach- 
ing death ; the well of the woman of Samaria, with some o'osses (1) 
on it ; the slab under which the Saviour stood to measure bis 
height ; ami a hole in a board made by the miraculous fall of a 
consecrated wafer, from the hand of one who doubted the real 
presence ! " Can such things be, and overcome us like a summer 
oloud, without our speoial wonder " I Lid the audacity lawyer 
fashion to cross esamme me it the monks as to the identity of 
the lelic? A seraphic smile of pity for my incredulity broke 
over his Italian vi'^age as he issured me, thit there wis no 
question as to the authenticity of theie maivels The viult of 
this church IB ^lU with the fiist gold brought by &paio trom 
Peiu and gjeama finely from the lofty ceiling 
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After visitiag the aaoristy, we emerged again into the region 
of I'uins ; in wliich men in long gowns were sweating nnder loads 
of hay, raising it aloft among the chambers of ancient power. 
My risihles were excited by a strange-lookiug set of little trot- 
ters, over which waa a load o£ hay, a man, and behind a boy. 
The animal was the patient donkey ; about the size of a good 
dog. He does most of the work here. I noticed that the wheat 
harvest had already begun, although it is about the first of June, 
and Rome is farther north than Ohio, 

I never saw such a collection of lassitndinous mortality as 
lay. about noon, under the shadow of the wine shops near the 
Tiber. Some were prone and asleep upon the soft side of a 
marble slab, with, very likely, an ancient pillar for a pillow. 
Some hung their unshaven faces and uncut heads upon their 
breasts — pictures of the last Romans ! 

12. The Gapitoi. amd the Takpeian Rook, 



After examining various ruins, we again ascended Capitol 
hill, through the forum ; and began our examination of the fine 
colleotion of antiques, pictures, sculptures and frescoes. The 
buildings on the Capitol piazza were designed by Michael An- 
gelo. Like most of the present buildings, they are so built, as 
to include a part of the old buildings, upon whose sites they are 
erected. We first entered the senate-room of old Rome. The 
temple of Jupiter stood here. Its pillars, however, are now to 
be seen adorning numerous churches. The battle pieces illus- 
trating Roman history gleam from the wall. Laws, written 
upon marble, and from which Rienni demonstrated the ancient 
popular rights of Roman citizens, are inlaid upon the walls of 
the stairoases. The busts of the Emperors and of the philoso- 
phers are separately congregated. Chambers are set apart in 
good taste, for statues of particular classes, among which is the 
splendid collection of Caaova's busts. In one of the rooms we 
found the famous bronze wolf, a monument of early art, which 
has given rise to many learned disquisitions. It was found un- 
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del- the rubbish of tlie Capitol. Cioero aud Virgil have rendeied 
it classic Id Latin ; and Byron has given to its honor, one of his 
rich stanzas, which I read to the old animal, charging her to 

" Guard her imraoctal oulw, uol" hei.' fond ulinrge forget" 

Romulus and Remus are drawing from her kindness the milk of 
conquest. One of her legs is torn by lightning, by which she 
has been recognised as the thunder-stricken foster-mother of tlie 
babes. 

Paintings from the finest masters allure tbo eye, but their 
number renders it impossible to describe, or even to remember 
them. The celebrated ' Hope,' by Giiido, is here. A fine copy 
of it attracted our attention, and me succeeded in obtaining it. 
Passing through the hall of bronzes, glancing at the colossal and 
miniature forma of gods and heroes thick as autumnal leaves on 
every side, we are at last ushered into the room of the " Dying 
Gladiator." It is not alone immortalized by its perfections of 
form, attitude and expression, but by the touching pathos of 
Byron's description. It is a wounded ^nan, dying. This idea 
is written in every lineament. No one can meditate upon the 
image, without a feeling of melancholy, even tearful. The pos- 
ture is 80 graceful, yet so gently yielding to the languor of 
Death, that all nature seems to have been invoked by the artigt, 
to give unity and expression to his idea, 

" He leans upon hio bond — liia nionly brow 
ConBenls to Death, but eoiiquera agony." 

A nobler idea could not be more beautifully carved. It is 
the highest attainment of that Art, which would give to Soul, 
the supremacy over the marble as well as over pain itself I This 
image is well associated in our minds with the grandeur of the 
Coliseum — that glorious pile wherein gladiatorial strength and 
brutal cruelty met so fatally and so frequently, and where the 
patience of heavenly martyrdom shone resplendent in the agony 
of Death. 
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Down throiigk dirty streets, out of whose higli windows 
clotlies are drying, we pass to the Tarpeiaii Eoek I An old wo- 
man, in B, hig straw hat, answers our bell. We pass into a garden 
of flowers and fig-trees. Far down the jellow waters of the Ti- 
ber, not so large as our own Muskingum, wind under a slight 
soarf of mist, wliile on the left, beyond those great piles of mas- 
sive ruins, known as the baths of Oaracalla, and between them 
and the blue, but dim hills of distant Freseati, sweeps the Cam- 
pagna. We approacii the precipice, " whence the Traitor's leap 
cured all ambition." It was some seventy foet in height It 
consists of a mass of voloanic tufa. But it is greatly filled up 
now. Beneath us are the crockery roofs of little houses. The 
rooks, like moat of the ruins, are teiTaced off and used for raising 
vegeta,blea. Where the great criminals of Rome received their 
punishment, a few old wora.en, with knitting needles at play, 
guard a wooden door. We plucked a few flowers as souvenirs of 
this remarkable locality. 

13. G-RAVES or Shelley and Keats. 

We should not forget our visit to the temple of Bacchus, 
whioh was a preface to our tenth day's cspcrience ia Eome. 
While looking at the strange wine-jugs and mosaics, we were 
compelled to listen to the clucking of frightened chickens and 
the gobble of unromaatic turkeys. We saw where the Horatii 
and Curatii fought, and we threaded the great halls of Cara- 
oalla's baths, in which large numbers of peasants were making 
hay, amid ruined walls. Here Shellet used to wander and 
clamber, while he composed his" Prometheus." That noble poem 
was chiefly written upon what he called, from its magnitude, the 
mountainous ruins of Oaracalla, and among the fiowery glades and 
thickets of odoriferous blossoming trees, which are extended in 
every winding labyrinth upon its immense platforms and dizzy 
arches suspended in the air. The bright blue sky of Kpjne, and 
the effect of the vigorous awakening spring, and the new life with 
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which it di-enc!iGS the spirit even to intoxication, he says, were 
the inspiration of the drama. 

Alas for poor Shelley I E.ome was to him the scene of a 
sadder drama, in the last act of which, the drapery of the life he 
BO earnestly dedicated to Beauty, was dropped for ever. We tib- 
ited his burial-place in the old English grave-yard. We found 
the " cors cordium" engraven with his name, and tte verses which 
symholized his change " into something rich and strange," — upon 
a plain, flat, almost black marble slab. A few tall cypresses 
wave above it, while near and almost covering it, is an old ruin 
above the wall. The snails and caterpillai's lazily crawl over the 
memorial. Near it, is a proud monument to some Englishman, 
killed in hunting over the Campagna. Around, are graceful 
stones and elegant monuments to the unknown, as far eclipsing 
the humble slab of Shelley, as his name does theirs. Chaplets 
hang on theirs. None on his. No flowers decorate the spot, 
where the heart of Shelley sleeps from its fitful throbbing. 
The wind moans piteously in the fanereal cypress above him. 
Joy seems to hover over every other grave. Keat box-wood 
hedges surround other stones. Even the great pyramid of Caius 
Oestus upon the right, is decorated with green and flowers. 
But the narrow home of Shelley's heart is bare and flowerless, 
black and gloomy. Can it be that this apparent neglect springs 
from prejudice against the young skeptic Shelley? Is the 
grave of him who wrote " Queen Mab" to be slighted, and shall 
no flower grow over that heart that sang the " hymn to intellect- 
ual beauty V Ye birds that charmed so sweetly the soul of 
poetry in Shelley living, have ye no carols for his repose ? Yes, 
yes — before we can leave, the spot, or brush the tear from the 
eye, a blithe spirit, bird-shaped — but 

with the gush of melody suoh as Shelley's own sky-lark car- 
ried up to the gates of heaven from her dell of dew, began a 
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song of rare music from the heart of the cypress, relieved the 
somhre gloom of his tomb and kindled rapture in the soul ! 

Plucking a twig of cjpresa, we passed into the other grave- 
yai'd, where the body of Johb Keats lies. The yard is grassy, 
surrounded by and surmounting old Romaii streets. No trees 
shade the small upright marble which tells so sadly of him, whose 
name was not writ in water. A few poppies and yellow flowers, 
emblematic of his " Sleep and Poesy," grew from the sunlien 
mould. A short inscription told of the bitterness of his critics 
and the sensibility of his heart. But we feel that the fiue Gre- 
cian soul of Keats lingers not about this resting-place of his 
moi-tal remains. Doth it not burn where Shelley saw it through 
the inmost vale of heaven 1 



Wo leave the graves of Shelley and Keats with a mournful 
step. The place of their repose, amidst the relics of Romnn 
glory ; the similarity of their genius and destiny, and the com- 
panionship they bear in th^' neglect of their countrymen, mate 
their resting-place the most interesting tombs in the world. 
Immortality more fadeless than marble, has placed their image 
in its Pantheon of poetry ! 

The church of St. Sebastian contains nothing in itself won- 
derful. We visited it for the subterranean catacombs, which ex- 
tend {incredible as it may seem), twenty miles around and be- 
neath Rome. A brown-clad, red-nosed, cross-eyed, Franciscan lit 
our torches, and we descended with him into these receptacles 
of the dead. After winding where the old thieves, of which 
Cicero speaks, were accustomed to hide, and where the ancient 
Christians also were concealed, we were at last relieved by day- 
light. I am not partial to such underground promenades, with 
tallow candles and a sinister priest. Here was once the tombs 
of St. Poter and St. Paul. We returned home past the per- 
fect little temple of Vesta, near the Tiber ; ga^ed into the light 
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yellow stream, wondered at the self-regulating fishing-net, moved 
by the water, a Yankee -Romanism ; passed through the region 
of cohblei-s — all at work out doors, and as queer a group as ever 
I saw ; noted the babies, whose little heads peeped out of great 
bundles of swaddling-cloths, looking like infantile live n 
under manifold wrappages ; turned our eyes on t 
shrines which lined the different ways ; mingled with priests ia 
black broad brims, and with French soldiers ; saw the famous 
arch of Janus, over 2,500 years old, running 300 yards to the 
Tiber, and full of crystal water from Egeria, which the poor 
were carrying away for its virtue ; and with our mosaics, our 
flowers, our memories and wonderments, we sought repose iu the 
hotel. 

U. The Paul, and the Talaoes. 

The paul (a small piece of money equivalent to our dime) ia 
a potent agent in Rome, It has magic. Prince Arthur's horn 
could hardly do more, as an " Open Sesame " to the portals of 
beauty and antiquity here. What Spenser says of the horn, we 
may as truly say, with little alteration, of the paul ; 

irm imd fast, 

w open quite or bi'asL" 

The palaces of the Pope and of the nobility, the churches, 
the tombs, the baths, the villas and the temples, — every thing in 
Enme opens with the palm which clasps the paul. Whether it is 
the dark rooms where Nero meditated his cruelty to Christians, 
and Mecwnas his kindness to poets ; whether it is in the old 
church of St. John Lateran, which Oonatantine founded, or the 
temple of Bacchus, now adorned with an hundred paintings of 
martyrs in misery ; whether the Tarpeian rock, at which the trai- 
tor trembled ; whether it is Saint Sebastian with its gloomy cat- 
acombs, or its neighbor, St. Paul, about to boast the most splen- 
did pillars of alabaster the world ever saw ; whether the grounds 
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where Keats and Shelley lie in their silent homes,— oven at 
the Capitol itself, where dignity in the person of the old Itoman 
Senators, more potent than arms, heat hack the invading Goths, 
— in every place of pride, power and antitiwity, the obliging 
Italian, more courteous than the Frenchman, hows yoa an en- 
trance, and gracefully takes your — pauls ! Saint Faul^woi 
Saint Peter, should he the presiding saint of Rome. No one 
can complain that his orisons are not answered with such inter- 
cession. Let it be said, to the eternal honor of the eternal city, 
that among its characteristics is an eternal opening of galleries, 
villas and palaces, and an eternal outlay of pauls therefor. 

A few pauls opens for us the — palace of the Caesars ! Shak- 
speare, in the person of Hamlet if I remember rightly (I have 
no pocket editions along), made imagination trace the noble dust 
of Ctesar stopping the bung-hole of a beer barrel. Shakspeare 
did not see the reality of the Csesarean humility. We felt it, 
as we trampled on the sacred dust of the imperial palaees, for 
a paul apiece. We marched over the grounds on which Augus- 
tus built ; over the houses of Cicero, Hortensius, and Claudius, 
which Tiberius increased, to which Nero added his golden house 
and Titus his beautiful palace ; trampling amid the cypress and 
rose walks, ilex, grape-vines and red flowering pomegranates, peas 
and beans, and over arch reared on arch, and choked op vaults, 
in which midnight keeps perpetual silence ; and around all which 
creeping vines and yellow flowers cliBg,—- and all comprising 
about a mile and a half in circuit — for the which we paid — two 
pauls ! Royalty in ruins is cheap, Koyalty in splendor will be 
cheaper than that, in the "good time." This palace is on the 
Palatine bilL The temple of Apollo was formerly connected 
with it. A very singular Chinese house, built by Mr. Mills, 
who " owns the fee " to the palace, is the prominent object above 
the ruins. Among other places of interest we were shown by 
our guide Stefano, the bath where Seaeca bled to death. The 
compartments of this palace are immense. Villas and gardens 
spread out over them on every side : yet the position is promi- 
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nent even now. From almost any part oue may range in vision 
far to the soiith, from the Coliseum, tlie Campagna, the pyramid 
of Cestius, the Sepulchre of Metella, even to the Albanian and 
TnsoiilatL hills. Below us — far below, are the Farnese G-ardens, 
elegantly laid off. Under ns, wherein were enacted scenes of 
power, whose effect flashed from the Thames to the Danube, you 
may find peasants in long coarse shirts, sweating under the hot 
hay which they are lugging into the stables ! Fortune turns her 
evor-shifting wheel, — the king goes down, the peasant up 1 



IS. FoUfiTAIN OF EgERIA. 

How refreshingly different in fact and association is the 
fountain of Egeria, which we visited shortly after. Through 
freshly-mowed fields of hay, over gentle undulations, and under 
cordial umbrage of orchard trees, we found our way into the vale 
of Numa's nymph. Turning around a hiil, and passing down, 
we stand pleased to hear the dripping and gushing of water. 
Farther along, and we see under an overhanging hill of foliage 
and flowers, the classic fountain. Its presiding goddess is broken, 
but her reclining form is still visible. Stone paves surround 
her, upon which the lucid lymph gushes and sprays. Of course 
we drank the water. We would not show the least disrespect 
to the spirit of Nature, which Numa quaffed in such glorious 
goblets at the hands of the nymph, and from the influence of 
which Rome received her first great impulse. The eternal 
" rMh-a-dtih-T)V^" of the French soldiery reminds me, as 1 write, 
for the hundredth time, that the people who stole the female 
Sabines, and respected Numa, have most wretchedly deteriorated. 

While in Egeria's pleasant vicinage, which brings Ohio to 
mind at every step, we might describe Metella's tomb, so cele- 
brated by Byron's stanzas. You know how sweetly and touch- 
ingly he puts the queries about her incognito as to character, 
wondering who she was — " the lady of the dead" — whether sho 
died young in beauty, with the hectic light upon her cheek ; or 
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old — aurviying all her kindred ; and ^Finding up witli tlie UDsat- 
isfaotory conclusion — 

"ThiiB much alone we know — Metella died. 

The wealfhieat Eoman'a wife. 

Behold hia love or pride!" 

A conspicuous tomb, ivy-garlanded, 70 feet in diameter, solid 
witt walls 2S feet through — it has stood stronger than the for- 
tresses of power, for nineteen centuries 1 

16. The Pantheon. 

You must pardon my omitting nmny lesser heautles, for the 
Pantheon is the central orb around which all revolve, and by 
which they all shine. But who is not familiar with the Pan- 
theon! Eighteen centuries ago it was described with admira- 
tion. Fire, pillage, flood and rain have wasted their efforts in 
vain. Its beauty seems destined to be a glory for ever. So 
perfect are its proportions, that Pagan and Christian, Greek and 
Vandal, aliko found in it the spirit of beauty, which is common 
to all God's creatures. Hence its singular preservation. It is 
only 143 feet in diameter, and 143 feet high. The portico is 
composed of sixteen columns of oriental granite, with capitals 
and bases of Greek marble. Each column is about 50 feet high. 
The great bronze doors speak of classic times. The interior of 
the temple is a rotunda, supporting a dome one half of the 
height, or 71^ feet. Niches surround, which Michael Angelo. 
gracefully converted from places for Pagan deities into places 
for saints and martyrs. Only one of the old pieces of statuary 
remains — an ancient Vestal, now bedizened with the frippery 
of jewels, and answering as the presiding saint of a shrine, before 
which numbers bow in silent adoration. The dome rises majes- 
tieaily, and is divided into square panels, originally covered with 
bronze. Every thing in the shape of metal has been removed, 
save the brass ring which supports the aperture above. The 
effect of this rising dome, and the open space, is very imposing. 
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The clouds are seen floating over the miracle of architecture, like 
fairy ships in a sea of aaure. Tte eye and the dome swim with 
them, dizzily entranced. The sunlight, spiritually thin and trans- 
parent, slants in beauty through the aperture, and down the swell- 
ing dome, illumining a shrine and a marble saint. Apollo seems 
eaamored of the place, and fills it with his presence. 

The perfection of architecture is said to conaiat in tlie ability 
of the columns to support the entablature ; just as that wall is 
perfect which supports the roof The idea of utility is connected 
with that of beauty. Out of their marriage, in " sweet union 
doubled," springs Harmony. This harmony breathes in the 
Pantheon. It extends from the portico to the smallest capital ; 
from the largest niche to the nicest tracery ; from the swelling 
dome to the majestic whole. It is the grace and charm of the 
Pantheon. It is the fit tomb for Raphael, whose sublime genius 
towered so finely to-day, as we gaaed on his "Transfiguration," 
His remains are under one of the shrines, before which a ghostly 
father was saying mass. Annibal Carrachi also lies here in hie 
company. 

One of the first things which attracted our wonder was, that 
so large a temple seemingly, should be so small in fact. This is 
designed. Madame de Stflel says, that it proceeds from the 
great spaoe between the pillars, and from the air playing so 
freely within, and still more from the absence of ornament, with 
which St. Peter's is auroharged. This latter fact will account for 
the seemingly small appearance of St, Peter's, compared to ita 
actual size. But in the Pantheon every concomitant is present, 
to make it 

"Simple, ewct, severe, anatere, Boblime, — 
Slii'me of all aainta and temple of all Gods 
Fi'om Jove to Jesns — spared and blessed by Time ; 
Lookiitg tranquillity I " 

Passing out of the Pantheon, you will find the step to the 
ridiculous at its door, where an herb-market, a puppet-show, a 
crowd around a fiddler, and a "natural panram," as our guide 
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termed it, are presentod. The Imrly-burly of old women, and 
the ohafFeririg of buyers of oherries, radishes, apricots, etc., rise 
amid the plash of fountains. Rome is never without theae latter 
beauti H ^ d j d 1 Aft te 

ing apl — mgwhh iiPi^l wh w 

sawG d il dd f i A b 1 1 ly 1 

artiatB — w df 1 gviwthJ lum 

17 Tie J« 

We 1 i y til I wh th E 1 hi 

fined ; w 1 tl T h d th {,h th g h b 

itod hy th wh II th m ! th 1 d f f th Id 

Komaa I ly w £ th H w t t t!i 

out bo t — w b g^ duty b p t d ) t bl 
coat. Hhdl 1 diHmdK 

lohahod C th gh t f r m C mj b 11 ^r ? m 

whatev ! y jl — ly d t 11 h Id K, m 

If you d b T t I PI t h 

We d d t tl t t t f th ty wh t r li 

and Ital f ght M d y t in 1 th 

wall W wh thb bhddpthl 

The pi t wh h f 11 w b t f tly d 1 t th Th 

so-called pi f & t Idi, w 11 t dj t 1 Id 
are in lums. Marks of mubket and cannon balls aie plenty. 
In the finest gallery of Home — the marlle room of the Colonna 
Palace — we saw a cannon, ball lying upon a white step, with the 
marks of its ruin yet apparent in the broken marble. It had 
entered one of the windows. Every where about Some, espe- 
cially on the western side, aje the marks of no ordinary, nay, of 
a terrific struggle. We drove up to the fine fountain of the 
Janiculnm ; saw far, far down, the French cavalry practising, 
the colonnades and Basilica of St. Peter's, the Vatican with its 
rich gardens and palaces, and all around us that Campagna, 
whick seems (as has been beautifully said) to be wasted, as if 
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the earth, fatigued by Gloiy, diedainecl to be prodTictive. Pasa- 
ing down, I observed a gravel mound by the road-side, with two 
rough crosses of wood stuck on it. It was the grave of some 
four hundred brave fellows, (God bless tliem, for the priests did 
not, even refusing them decent burial,) who fell here, defending 
the young Republic from the invasion of perfidious foes, — foes 
who should have been friends. May the Avenger — No I Injus- 
tice, false and foul, is ever its own Avenger. The human heart 
contains the whip of scorpions. Think you, no tears water that 
little moand — no curses are muttered oyer those rude crosses I 

18, Fakewell to Rome, 

Before leaving Rome, we visited the theatre. It is cheap 
in price and poor in quality. The bos, to the first, is only 
fifteen cents. It looked odd, that theatre did, under the open 
sky, with the seats of stone, and a few hundred lazily laughing 
at a comedy which was only pantomime to us. We eould see 
that it was a love scene, anyhow. Love knows no language, yon 
know. For all that we could understand of what a big-whiskered 
servant in a Duke's disguise was saying to a pretty Baroness, 
enamored of his swaggering aij', it might have been as woll the 
Kickapoo. 

Time gallops fast amidst orange groves and picture galleries, 
ruins and roses, Villas and Vaticans, music and mosaic. As 
yet the confusion arising from the multiplicity of objects, all 
intensely interesting, prevents me from giving prominence where 
all is so beautiful and bewitching, I coiild as soon tell "which 
nymph more neatly trips it before Apollo than the rest." 

We are about to close our sojourn at Rome, Ten days were 
never as full of incident to us. We have mingled in every 
variety of life, have recognized our own kind in the smiles and 
woes of the oppressed and beggared, have spared no effort to 
renew the great scenes which were here enacted, and no pains 
to learn the present state of things in this anomalous govern- 



Ho.t.d, Google 



MOMM, ZlVlSa AMD DMAD. 157 

These ruins and temples, relics of departed power, — how 
bolclly do they contrast with, the scenes recorded in our chapters 
upon the World's Exhibition I What now phases have been 
produced by modern ciTilization ! What strange elements of 
life arc the offspring of Christianity ! 

Now farewell to Rome. Upon tliis Sabbath nigtt we leave 
for Naples. Right sorry arc we that we coald not wait till 
Wednesday, the time fixed by the Pope for our presentation to 
him, on the kindly application of Mr. Cass. But no : already 
we are in our yetturino, parting the crowds at St. Peter's Piazza, 
and making toward the gate in time to be out before it shoald 
close for the night. How finely Rome, and especially St. Peter's 
looked at the setting of the sun, as we drove for the last time 
over the bridge of St. Angclo. The castle towered up ronncl and 
grand against the sky, with its figure of St. Michael and his 
drawn sword, standing out palpably beautiful. The Basilica of 
St. Peter's, from which we parted with regret, looked gloomy, 
with its long shadows and great colonnades ; but how coolly re- 
freshing was the relief furnished by the twin colossal sheafs of 
water, bending over with, their rich harvesting of spray. 

We are on the highway, A moon of red and gold burst out 
of Rome, to light us over the Campagna. Hushed and stilly 
was the repose of Nature over those plains which once shook 
with the tread of legions, and which was once adorned with the 
splendid residences of the lords of the earth I Now and then the 
silence was broken by the encouraging cry of the teamsters, who 
wei* moving toward Rome with their loads of hay. We drove 
past old towers brightened into new life by the light. Wo looked 
timidly out for some romantic rascal of a bandit ; but the Cam- 
pagna disdains such puny heroics, intoxicated with its olden 
glory. As we passed each glen, or hill, I looked in vain for that 
respectable personage, who has so long resided in the covers of 
novels and in the brains of boarding-school misses. He was not 
to be seen — that deep-lirowed, whiskered bandit, with his blouse 
and sash, his sugar-loaf hat all plumed, and pistoled belt, his fore 
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foot planted firmly, and liis profile painted dimly l)otween the eye 
and the sty — not he. 

Now we pass a man with a sharp ironed stick, pricking tar- 
dy oxen homeward — now a diligence hurrying along, in muffled 
mystery. We hear alow, mellow sound, much like music heard 
in dreama. Aa we approach wc see a new moon, " dipped, not 
drowned," in the Mediterranean ; but broken into myriad lights 
upon her mobile bosom. Soon we halt, to rest upon the shore of 
the sea, and amidst ruins upon which the silver waves dash, and 
oyer which they leap in filigree spray. Here romance may fill 
her goblet and drain it in gladness. Wc do not need the bandit, 
to complete the scene. A sweet voice from the aubergo struck 
up an Italian song, while I sat upon a ruin, writing at midnight, 
by moonlight, in my journal; our ladies all the while cost at io ally 
predisposed, and ready to fall in (love with) the Mediterranean 
for joy I 

The nest night we slept upon this same sea, right soundly, 
in the midst of moon-!it waves, oblivious,— while our steamer 
was bearing us southward to the place where Beauty loves to 
breathe in hep own aeleoteat home. 
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|iIm,— its lEDEliEESB nttJi Inrair. 



MY pen moves to the soft and 1 p« 1 ng f th w a 
against this delioious sh htl pnthByf 

Naples — only divided from t ul n w t by 1 f 

flowers walled in from the sea nd g n fc wh h th g tl n 
dulations sing their madrigal f w tn Sh. j w d 

over the " most beautiful bay tl w Id w 1 tt d t 
n n ng garment of transparent light ; while past our window 
th sa 1 b ats fly and the oars flash. Upon the right, there rises 
gently f m the bay, hills of fruitage. Naples swings about cir- 
cul ly and white as if newly washed. We begin to realize 
that th is a lovelier nature iii this sunny land. The breeze 
cms ntly warm and deliciously laden. The sparkle of the 
wat s has more diamond points. The horizon kisses the hea- 
n w th i warmer blush, and the heaven bends over with the 
w t h y f beauty. 

In a land where the fruitage " drinks gold even from the 
mid-winter air," it might be expected that nature would bo richly 
adorned in this middle of June. The consummation of this 
southern Italian scenery may find oxpressioa in tJie familiar 
Ijnii, 

" Heva eeery proapect pleases, 
And oqIj raaix ia vile." 

We woke up in the Bay of Naples ; that is, our boat was 
therein. A band at the fort was laboring as hard as it could 
with brass, to destroy the soft influences of the place by their 
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clangor. The jargon of boats assists tlie band. Naples lies 
around us ; her domes swelling under the loftier hills, whose 
trellised terraces bespeak the favorite home of Baeclius and Po- 
mona. "White-dressed soldiers are apparent all about. The 
isles of the bay sleep sweetly and smilingly under their Ara«hne 
web of haze — the favorite resorts of Lamartine ; Ischia, the home 
of Uraziella ; Procida and Capvje, the selectest spots wherein 
Paul and Virginia might fully know the " unreserve of mingled 
being," and where the brow of nature is imbound with the 
golden rigol of love ! Vesuvius, twin-peaked, gracefully rises 
from the bay, with her slight scarf of white smoke curling from 
her top. Do you wonder that amid yon isles, set in the spark- 
ling aaure, and amid such a sweet circuit of beauty, the genius of 
the French poet, wild as that of Ossian, and tender and melan- 
choly as that of Rousseau, dropped pearls of rare loveliness? 

We are called ashore, and there, amid the police and custom- 
house ofGoers, the lazaroni and hotel-ruimers, we feel that angels 
do not people this beautiful land. Soon the lofty window of our 
hotel beoomes an observatory, high and aloof from all human 
disturbance, where the eye and the mind, wearied as it has been 
with tho oreatione of art, can drink in the spirit of this incom- 
parable scenery. There arc no harsh edges or determinate out- 
lines of things j but all is blended into soft and mellow unison 
— a harmonious flow of beauty. The breeze breathes over the 
bay in flickering shadows, as if a groat spirit were moving upon 
its face. Within this amphitheatre of rocks and groves, there 
lies something deeper than mere imagery. It is the inner and 
tranfjui! ioul of beauty — 

" Deep bosomed in the sljll and qniat hay — 
The sea reflecting all that glowed above, 
Till a new slty, aofcr, but not bo gay, 

Arub'd in its bosom, ti'embles like a dove." 

But we might for ever dwell upon these _/eaiMJ-es of beauty, 
and still receive no lasting good, no joy other than that transient 
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iDound which pleasure brings. Nobler influences should ema- 
nate from such exquisite external forms. If we would feel the 
" passion and the life of things," we must perceive God's escel- 
lency, love and purity, enshrined, all crystalline, in the water 
as it rises in flowers of white and falters into musie below, and 
in the sky which bends over in its warm livery of lustre. That 
soul which cannot here find new splendors in the grass, new 
glories in the flower, richer tintings in the fruitage, love unut- 
terable in the landscape ; and which cannot rejoice with nature 
in her wedding garment, and sing her epithalaminiu, must be 
" dull as the lake that slumbers in the storm." Sensation here 
hecomes lulled, form is melted, the soul is transported, thought 
even dies in enjoyment ; and the hymn of praise rises, without 
effort, to the first Good, first Perfect, and first Fair. Is it won- 
derful that the ancient Roman senators and citizens here ex- 
pended untold wealth to make Baiee their summer resort? Is 
it strange that Virgil here sought entombment by the sweet 
murmur of the limpid ware of Parthenope? Is it curious that 
Cicero here listened to the soft and sonorous lapse of the elo- 
quent sea, curling full and graeefvil as one of hia own we rotunda 
periods? Is it startling that the luxurious people of Pompeii 
and Heroulaneum lingered here under the very shadow of de- 
struction, spell-boand by the Siren of the shore ? 

But stay I had we a poet's pen, wherewithal to lose oneself 
in labyrinths of sweet utterance, there would still remain that 
" drainless shower" of beauty, which again 1 have just seen 
flooding the heaven and the earth ; whose element is light, 
whose music is the undertone of love, whose fragrance is the 
stilly prayer of the humble heart, and whose aspiration is to 
walk with white-handed Hope and pure-eyed Faith, in such soft, 
rich radiance, where summer smiles ever in the gardens of God ! 
One should have the golden flush of Landon's prose, and the 
resources of Burke's imagery ; the Grecian loveliness of Keats, 
and the fusing sensibility of Byron, all elevated by the devotion 
of sweet Jeremy Taylor ; or their nearest eomhined approsima- 
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tion in the iatense feeling of tho mild and lovely, which drops 
from the pen of Lamartine, to utter the sentiment and soul of 
this soeoerj of the south I 

Mr. CasB showed me a painting of Neapolitan scenery in his 
gallery at Rome, which I pronounced an esoelleat Idealism of 
some genius who had glimpses of celestial shores, where rose- 
tinted waters make melody on gems and gold. " You had bet- 
ter wait, sir, until you see such a heaven and such water at 
Naples, before you pronounce this ideal." So I have. I am 
content to believe the painter has failed to do justice to the 
original. I ordered, with his permission, a copy of the land- 
scape by the isaiue painter, to take home to my friends, as the 
evidence of my enthusiasm. " Oh I what a goodly earth is 
ours I" is the ready exclamation at each gaze from the window. 
There is music here full and tender ; but like that in, Hamlet's 
ftuto, it cannot be brought out unless one knows the — stops. 
There is beauty in th t b y w gl tt g w th p 1 and ruby, 
amethyst aad emeri Idtq Idmdbt like those 

gems in the enchant d th y m t 1 less some 

genius of magic wo 1 1 11 m my p w h Al ddin's won- 
derful lamp. I neith k w th fl t p the lamp ; 
still " sweet will be tl 1 w f th mm d pleasant the 
balm of their reeolle t 

The singular co t t t th 1 ty t w p above the 

bay, and holds with n t It h t th 1 m t f Destruc- 
tion. Q-od has implanted amid this garden the mountain of 
Vesuvius, and opened to the view of the luxurious people the 
ruins of buried cities. Truly is it said, the dwellers here live 
upon the confines of paradise and hell fire ! We bear evidence 
of both. Yesterday wo visited Vesuvius and looked down its 
crater and saw there ! 

Before I tell you what I saw, my reader had better asoend 
with us. After engaging the good guide Antonia, and preparing 
a basket of lunch, we drive around tho shore, hugging the bay 
as long as possible. Palaces alternate with shops j fine vistas 
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of orange gardens througli high portals, succeed to dirty housea, 
at whose doors pigs and donkeys arc tied. We pass the king's 
palace, well guarded and frowning. He seldom comes forth, 
poor prisoner ; for he is afraid of being shot. Well he may he. 
We enter some fine piazzas with colonnades ; but " aone to speak 
of." after seeing St. Peter's at Rome. It is the hour of nooa ; 
and every body is sleeping, except the ever-laboring donkeys. 
We observed at the great granary, the largest building in Na- 
ples, some hundreds of workmen, all lying prone upon the 
stones, asleep — a strange group ! Men in long brown woollen 
caps, driving cows, oxen and donkeys, sometimes all in one team, 
hold the reins — asleep ; and we distinctly saw one strapping 
fellow, ahold of hia donkey's tail — a common mode of guidance 
here, walking along — asleep. The rumbling of our carriage 
disturbed tis 4r«am of paradise, which consists of apricots and 
maecarpni. There is one portion of the population still awake, 
that is, iho beggars. Our carriage was thronged with them 
when ne stepped ; and as we moved, they ran for hundreds of 
ys^D, holding up withered arms, opening diseased eyes, and 
piping iheir theatrical anguish most piteously. Children, dressed 
in no gaudy, unnatwral way, play in the sun, in primitive, Eden 
style. The famous Neapolitan enrriculo dashes along, loaded to 
the top and bottom, with dozens, though seemingly no larger 
than a go-cart. The picturesque costume of the people lends an 
ail of romance to the drive. The brass harness of the donkeys, 
from whose backs it rises in queer shape some feet, flashes in 
the sun. These same donkeys perform other important func- 
tions for the laKy people, some of which are represented by our 
artist, in a happy style. It is no caricature either, as I can 
verify. Long lines of fruit venders are ranged along the streets. 
Still we drive and drive, occasionally looking upward, and find- 
ing Vesuvius just as near and just as distant in the clear air as 
ever. The city seems a never-ending one. New-Tork is small 
compared to it in length. Its population is more than half a 
million, it being the third city in Europe. 
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At last we stop, after riding long milea. Our guide informa 
us tliat we are over JJm-cithmewnfl A door opons, torches are 
lighted, and our compauy (eight Americana) descend. We pass 
into the great theatre, which is only partially escavated. Un- 
like Pompeii, Herculaueum is buried deep, and is not so easily 
displayed. The gi'and entrances to the theatre and niches fce- 
tween (wherein a marble statue waa found), the long circle of 
corridors, the front of the stage, the place for the orchestra, the 
circled seata of atone, were all in perfect preservation. An im- 
press of a mask or bust — the features finely marked in the solid 
lava above our heads, was seen by the aid of onr torches. We 
passed into some of the houses, which were escavated. The 
old brick amd mortar had withstood the besieging, burning lava, 
nobly ; but the wood was charred. We were shown into the 
garden where an old palace had been dug out. The fl.oora were 
finely teaselated, and the walls of yellow and red still revealed 
their quaintly painted figures. The walls of the city, at whose 
base the sea murmured as sweetly, as now to my ear it murmurB 
against the wall of Naples, were pointed out. Ear different 
music it hissed and boiled, upon that fatal time, when the vic- 
torious molten elements of the mountain drove it inhospitably 
away. Plucking a flower from one of the gardens of the ancient 
city, which withered and fell, ere it could be pressed, we con- 
tinued our drive through Portici, and up the mountain. 

Vesuvius really extends down to the sea ; but the ascent is 
so gradual that it ia almost imperceptible. One may, however, 
trace the stream of lava and tlie stratum of scorise by the richness 
of the foliage and the sweetness of the bloom. For over an 
hour we wound around, amid walls overhung with fruit-trpes and 
vines. Oranges, nectarines, apricots, big clierrieB, pomegranates 
and figs, line our upward way. What genius of cultivation could 
equal this mountain side in prodigality ? What peculiar element 
of fructification dwells in this volcanic soil, and over this burn- 
ing crater? My knowledge of botanical chemistry fails mo in 
these queries. The luscious fact, however, waters most tooth- 
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Bomely in the mouth, aa apricot, orange, and nectarine severally 
are victimiBed. The red and gold of the nectarine, and the 
melting glisten of its wounded side, wooing you to another 
indentation, hrought forcihly to my miad the beautiful saying 
of Walter Savaoe Landor — that the best results of human 
thought spring from a clear head meditating over a burning 
heart, just as the richest fruits spring out of the sides of a vol- 
cano over its hidden fire I 

We pass through a continuous succession of gardens, stopping 
to buy from the peasants some fruit, — meeting donkies laden 
with their rich bui'dons, going down to the city under the guid- 
ance of boys, and women with baskets upon their heads, return- 
ing from the city, their fruit all sold. As we aseend higher by 
the good road, the hard iron cinders begin their domain of deso- 
[, interspersing their barrenness amidst the smiling culti- 
u. As we followed the zigzag coarse, every now and then 
w would open, disclosing, on either side, gorge in gorge, 
and ohafim fearfully hid in chasm beneath. Two or three little 
houses are set away up, some fifteen hundred' feet above the sea, 
perfectly unconscious of the slumbering Pandemonium beneath. 
The '-Hermitage," — our carriage destination, — is still higher. 
It marks the summit of vegetation. Above it, there grow no 
more of the ever-blooming sweets of Nafuie Neai by, is a 
little cottage, prettily ensconced in the side hill, igainst whose 
Gothic front, on which the Madonna is painted, the evening sua. 
begins to pour his horizontal beams. Chestnuts and mulbenies 
overhang the gorges around. We stiike the level and aie in 
the midst of the guides and horses, and in fiont of the antique 
looking "Hermitage." An awfiil and a strangu ■'cene is this, 
verily. Such a devilish crew — fit mmisteis unto surh a cuu 
osity as this of Volcan o -seeing 1 The nuuntim is halfway 
ascended, yet there it is above us, apparently just as high as 
ever. Its laborious ascent is not yet begun \11 is thus far a 
world of pleasure. If Dr. Chbevbr weie wiitmg he would 
moralize this upward way into a Bunv*m pltTimige or an 
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allegory of some kind. We have passed through a region, upon 
whick the Hours have pressed down to men the prodigality of 
Heaven. Wanton Spring and fruitful Autumn lead us with 
soft and downy steps so gradually upward, that we are rather 
allnred than led by the " goodly prospect." The " Hermitage" 
marts the point where Paradise ends and fire begins to show its 
effects. It is not so bad a place either. It furnishes us a lunoh 
of rare deliciousness and ponies of sure footing. After buying 
our canes, and some boxes of Veauvian relies, we mount — a 
gleeful company. We ride Indian file, over and amid cragged, 
jagged, and ragged rocks — the result of more recent eruptions, 
Ai-ound and upward we wind— going over the great crater (now 
fireless) from whose heart Pompeii received its doom. So deep 
and large was its discharge, that it divided the mountain, so as 
to make it appear like two peaks. The right hand peak, which 
is nearest to the sea, is the grand one, and that which we must 
climb. A calcined world of desolation, with no mnrmur of 
cascades, no music of pine-trees, awaits our step. The smoke 
winds about its summit almost perpendicularly above us. Is 
the ascent practicable 1 Onward ! The guides whip the ponies 
behind, steering them by their tails, and, with laugh and halloo 
we find ourselves at the pedestrian point. There are three ladies 
of our party, and they must mount the chairs. By the way, 
now that the ladies aro out shopping, let me pilfer from the 
journal of one of them, her sensations upon the extraordinary, 
perpendicular, and peculiar romance of the ride. I give it ver- 
batim : " Here, at the point of steepest ascent, were our palan- 
quins in waiting; and then began a chattering among the guides. 
Some one said that they were q^narrelling and scrambling to get 
the smallest lady. [The writer seemed to be a peculiar object of 
care.) Simultaneously we were hoisted on the bacis of our 
bearers — four poles sustaining the chair in which we sat. Swart- 
looking fellows they were — one at each pole. L led the 

way in our horseback cavalcade, and now came my turn to 
swing the veil of tho foremost, when — short-lived triumph I — one 
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of my poor fellows gave way, and I was obliged to see all the 
others paaa by. Still amid slipping rocks and sliding sand, tliey 
tugged, the perspiration rolling off in big beads. It was labor 
ti3 ua also, to see them, from our rooking, fearful, tremulous, 
dancing chair, straining and puffing with our weight. It was 
terrible to look below. The men seemed like little creeping 
things away down in the distance. I did half glance at the sun 
setting in the sea, and the far-off city and country. But the 
point of vision was too fearful to enjoy the spectacle. By dint 
of occasional resting and changing, our guides brought us to 
the top ; and then such piteous grimaces and ohatterings for 

money and drink ." But that is a scene to be enjoyed by 

all. The men all walked. I seized the strap over the shoulder 
of my guide, who, by the way, carried the provender, and took 
the lead. Wlietlier it was my light foot, or the persuasiveness 
of the basket, I obtained the first sight at the yellow, sulphur- 
ous, smoking, abysmal pit ! 

Our general guide, Antonia. was last to come up. Conse- 
quently we were at the mercy of the other guides — -appropriate 
genii of the spot. Such a pack of imps of limbo ought only to 
herd about the infernal hole. My man began whimpering and 
hullabalooing most hideously, as he wiped the sweat from off his 
black face. They were paid fully by Antonia, and thought to 
make a speculation out of our gullability. " Je suis fateegeV 
" Me-monie !" " chaugea pour moi — beef stek and maccaroni !" 
" Oh I donnez me sum, Signer." With bad French and worse 
English, around the men and around the ladies, with twisted faces 
and devilish horror depicted on them, they danced, gestured, 
chattered and swore, until Antonia came up, who, by dint of 
wilder gestures and a greater noise, stopped them. I fixed my 
man's volubility by repeating the ' Declaration of Independence.' 
r had hardly finished one of the ' grievances ' before he left me 
with a curse deep and strong. It made one feel queerly, to be up 
out of the world, after sundown, amidst these paths of fire and 
smoke, with only a good-sized cane, and with such a company, 
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Bay twenty black-browed scouadrels to lead you within an ineli 
of certain death. However, it was a part of the play, and along 
we trudged, over smoky ground and ashes, trembling , and half 
suffocated with the fumes of sulphur, until we stood upon the 
brink of a visible helL I hate swearing, but that is the only 
expressive word. With handkerchiefs to the noses, and eyes 
aghast, we looked down into the seething, smoking, blackened 
abyss I Here was the fountain itself of those molten streams 
of fire which covered the face of earth for leagues, and buried 
great cities ! Our guides ventured upon the sides of the ohaam, 
and rolling great rocks down, hid us list ! Up, wp, tip — comes 
the cracking, sepulchral noise. " Sounding on its dim and 
perilous way," it still rises apparently from milds below — and 
when it would seem that even sound, were it ever so deep, could 
no longer be heard, the heart would bum fearfully to hoar pro- 
longed the noise — till it seemed to expire ; 

" Yet fi'om tJia Abyss is caught agan, 
And jet again, reoovared." 

If one were not so horrified, fenoy might picture the Devil 
growling below in his deepest pits, as blow after blow of the 
rock cracked upon his infidel head. As we looked down amidst 
the curling vapor, and heai'd the hollow sound, and inhaled the 
sulphurous smoke, and looked on either side at the immense 
gorges now emptied of their fires, we felt that for the first time, 
we were amid the perfection and sublimity of horror ! A few 
steps either way, and it is certain destruction. The ground is 
hot. You may turn over its smoking ashes with your cane. 
The guide lit a torch at the fire. But even here, can we not 
look upward into the deep, calm heaven, with its high and vault- 
ed boss of stars, interpenetrated with the relict lustre of the de- 
parted day ? Cannot we see from this pinnacle of Dread, the 
beauty of that great law of Being, which is quaintly described 
by an old English Bard, as 
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A gi'Ciit gold chain jliiJteii well, 

Whoae upper end to highest lienvea was knittj 

And lower part did I'eaeli to lowest hell 1 

And cannot imagination people the " deep amaze " of the 
starry vault with its creations of angello beauty, ■winnowing tho 
air around, and brooding over the orange groves and rinejards 
below ; aa well as the horrid mystery of Deepness and Death 
into which we gaze, with those ghastly and horrid phantoms, 
described by the Latin poet, whose tomb we are about to visit, 
and whose verse we have prefixed to this chapter of contrasts. 

With torches bright, and hearts relieved, we took giant 
strides down tlie mountain at an angle of fifty degrees, and 
from a height 4,000 feet above the bay. It was tall walking — 
that promenade. The space which absorbed an hour of ascent 
was performed downward in ten minutes. Again with horse 
and carriage, and moonlight, we descended into the city, whose 
lights in crescent beauty twinkled far, far below, displaying her 
as the bride of the Mediterranean recumbent and aslecp,^ — ^her 
forehead gleaming with a coronet of gema. Soon we find as 
sweet a sleep as ever laborer felt. One of the biggest pile- 
drivers on the public improvements could not have wedged a 
dream into tliat solid sleep. I was sure in tho morning, from 
my eyelids, that Somnus himself Bad been sitting on them ail 
night. I would not perform tho same operation for the reader ; 
so I close for another theme. 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



3Sniibg,— 3te iBa,i\t\n nnii BBsuliitiuit. 



A WEEK'S stay seems Imt a slight taste of tliis Paradise. 
Nevertheless, tte time of our visit has proved fortunate, — 
What we regretted to miss at Rome, and fov whioli great pre- 
parations were making wten we left, we have seen here. The 
festal of Co7-pus Domini is always a great gala among Italians. 
As we drove to Vesuvius on the first day of our aiTivul, our eye 
was attracted, at every few squares of this illimitable city, hy 
high altars, resembling the pagodas we saw at tte World's Exhihi- 
tion. They consist of rough framework, surrounded hy cloth 
of gold, gems and spangles, great stars and red tinselling. They 
look like large political platfonns, done up iu gaudy dress. Pre- 
parations were being made to illuminate the city. Lanterns of 
divers colors hung from garlands of green about the altars, 
a«ross streets and at every door. Artificial fountains there 
were too, around which flowers were wreathed and paintings 
placed. As we returned from Pompeii, which wo visited day 
before yesterday, we saw the illumination and the people. A 
gush of hilarity seoined to run all through Naples. These 
children of the sun,- — how they do revel in pleasure upon anch 
days as this ! They save throughout the year, to eat their 
choicest macearoni upon Corpus Domini. Crowds were colleoted 
about the altars listening to music. Crowds about the eating 
and lemonade Stalls, singing and hallooing. Crowds lined the 
way, laughing, — as if Heroulaneum were not beneath — a corpse, 
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nor Pompeii laici bire in desolation. Ha ! Ha ! Ho ! in genu- 
ine fun — a language whioli needs no dragoman to interpret — 
roared around, as lantern fla^hod against jewelled altar, and re- 
flected its brightness in the jojous maBs Curriouli loaded full 
of pioturesque people driv by — 11 j 1 D k j a p 1 d 
from head to tail with h t th hildr n 1 g n 

baskets upon theii backs tl kthi tthmW 

descended from our ciiiiig t m g! w th h y 

side is carelessneaa ind m th d th t w th t d k 
Indeed, I have seen but dn t d h w 1 

dier, since I left England d tl t Iti gh w bl 1 
fresh and free from every hUd Im t tpYt 
day the procession came off P t by th h d 1 ffi t 1 
The host was elevated. Th p pi w bl d f tl 

altars. AH shops were clo d N pi w h h h f t 
vity. The meanest lazzaro tht l^d tljnd 

in the general joy, and forg t h d t tb gl 

In one of the churches, n w p p ^ th gh th 

bars, and solemn priests ma h d d d d t th wd 

ed aisle. By the way, let m t 11 y f ^1 g t bl 

phenomenon which our party w thltd tfth 

ebuieh of St. Severino. Itw flgt fife gwg 

out of the hollow of a gri, tk 11 gtJ dff t 

kinds of figs. Vegetable w 1 h mm n 

here as the leaves upon the d f 1 D 1 

yesterday to the tomb ofAglwld fi wfg t 

fields recovered from the se by th 1 1 f p t I tl 

money of the king, and which d w th d f 

as the eye can reach, and int p d w th wl t h f ra 

beauty. 

Our visit to Pompeii will n b t tt Wh n 
nnd forget those long streets d ted Id 1 tl t n pi 
broken and robbed of their ^ d th n w th tl d 

and yellow paintings ; and th g ' w th th tut 
and statues, their mosaics d | 11 — 11 ^^ p k g th 
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g 1 1 g dy wli' h p "m lly w h t d Tl f m 

tdfcjt thytdwh thlk ffi jurl 

p th 1 t d ty Th t mpl d tl It — t g 

11 tt ffm w Lp— t 1 dby dwU 1 

Ik iip It Bb hp Itht ttl 

dtmb b— wttbtjbkfm 1 

wllthfi ftb t hbdwthtlpf 

to tbpdd ht bdly ftbywd 

g™ Id 
Tb d t tb f fi 1 1 g tl 1 f th b J 

Tb -Vr b 1 th p tb t I b tw 

tb d N il 1 tb 1 ft Tl ty f 

P nip J tb tl d f tb m t py g 

g tpl It-w d d lT50!yp sa t w k gin 

T d Al t tl d f t d gb t 

h w tb t th t f p tmg Ipt d p t y fl Id 

"T tly tb ni d t f lui 1 w k d p pi 

mpmttdtft db Wh I k er 

be i/i wb 1 1 w d m th gl t6 

flgutftldptt f dtllpt 

d|tbfdg ySlmdGmb dbt 

ktl jtyPp t mto mtwth 1 

ftf mlpflgyd pt N (1 tb 

11 tf wl li fett t p m tt d) g tb gh 

th t ts 1 k t tb g m tl I t g 1 

t t w tb t f 1 g tb t G d t k p b If th fS 
fAg d dthtmt fl tb t 

t 

"W t I p h ] t t. d tl w II t 

P p m t bl a t mb Tb pt t 11 

y pi L tb f J f tb 1 1 W m 1 w 11 

tht fwhh w wthj fjt 'Ijt 

d y S il pp 1 g tb b g f tb ty 

dtpl fhtlE,! 11 wnwbb 

b Iwf 1 /will lllw wtlyt 
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the Museum — were scattered about. The stoues for grinding 
and working the dough were very onrious. The different houses 
are named from some statue or bust found in them, as the 
house of Cicero, or of Sallust, or of Castor and Pollus. The 
dining rooms, as well as all the other rooms, are painted in yel- 
low and red ; and adorned with every variety of figures, mostly 
nude. Birds, fruits, and foliage in rare perfection ornament 
the walls. The rooms are all small, and lack ventilation. In 
nothing is our comfort so superior to the ancients as in. tliis 
essential to health. The houses are only one story, except that 
of Diomede, which is two stories. The view on the subseijuent 
page represents one of the villas near an ancient temple whose 
pillars yet stand. The different places of business can be told 
by some object found in them ; as for instance, a large money 
chest indicates the banking house ; a figure in the wall (Ciipid 
mending shoes), a shoemaker ; the chair, a barber shop, and so 
on. The Pantheon with its twelve gods was found in floe 
order, surrounded by its forum ; while the Temple of Isis, with 
the altar for the sacrifice and even the hole for the blood, with 
its Egyptian symbols, and the skeleton of the priest, stands out 
prominent in the midst of the ruins. This last place has a pecu- 
liar interest. In it were found skeletons of priests, who had 
been dining when overtaken by the eruption. Bones of fowls 
and fish, remains of eggs, bread and wine, and a garland of 
flowers were found. Another skeleton loaned against the wall, 
with the ase of sacrifice in his hands ; and still another had 
escaped, carrying 360 coins of silver in a cloth, but was over- 
whelmed near the Tragic theatre. 

We lunched in a fine old dining-room, assisted by our guides, 
who liked amazingly to drink the health of us Americans in the 
Balernian. A jolly old soul was our guide. He was continually 
twitting us in broken French, about our love of the " arUeek." 
I tried to carry off some .trophies, but his vigilance prevented 
me. He presented me with a big bug, and tried to catch a liz- 
ard for my pocket, remarking that they were "anteeks." Every 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



174 NAPLES,— ITS GAYSrr AJW DMSOZATJOJf. 

thing was exceedingly antique to him. Tlie very flowers and 
orange-peels took the hue of antiquity. He introduced me to 
an old gray-haired, one-ejed soldier, at the gate of the theatre 
near the house of Diomode, as the hrother of Dioniede — " an 
anteek." The old soldier chuckled most funnily at the old 
joke. 

We visited the amphitheatre, which you may rememher was 
filled at the time of the great eruption, that buried the city, in 
August A. D. 79. Few akelctons were found in it. It is supposed 
that most of the inhahitants, including those in the theatres, 
escaped. Twenty thousand could find egress from the amphi- 
theatre in two minutes and a half j and no wonder, with such a 
numher of eorridois and doors. There are 97 places of inlet. 
It seeema to me that the amphitheatre, of all other places, would 
receive the first warning Open at the top — the fiery glare of 
the viaihle peak of Vesuvius would fl^sh in upon the gladiatorial 

wh 1 th n mbl f th th 1 th w Id d w tl 
lit f th h t th bt d d t 

tl th I pi f th I 11 f il ur Tl w It 

300 1 I t f d P mp Th f th Id th 

b k d f t J t ^ h wl th 

th\hdfllf f wll th kit fthmth 

wthi hll m p rvd thtd fthM 

1 w w Ik d p th t I f th mph th t th 
fitlyw kg pk g dp pi Tltmt 

b tflfllki mddp dfllfthmllwit 

w t wit h y d t 

W t d th th t Itw th f f f th p t 

It seemed as perfect as if hut yesternight, 

" The oothurns ii'od majestic 

Down the deep Iambic lines, 
And the rolling anapestle 

Cui'led hte vapoi' over aln'inea," 

Indeed every point of Pompeii speaks of the cultivation of 
dramatic poetry. Paintings of masks and of actors are abun- 
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dant. But had Pompeii one poet, whoso imagination — as it 
revelled in the paintings, statues and groves, tho theatres and 
forums, the isles of the beautiful hay and the rock-hound Tillas 
of the Apennines — ever dreamed of tlie great Urama, whose 
personiB were the elements, and whose unity was as unbroken 
as its destiny was terrific 1 Eulwor has lifted the curtain, and 
displayed the scenes of that drama. Has his vivid imagination 
even, done justice to the awful wielming which God poured upon 
this scat of art and luxury? 

The soft twilight breeae creeps gently over the worn and 
desolated streets. A trembling and a fear rustles past on its 
wing, as we gaze upwai'd to the dread mount whoso hidden fires 
may again play the same tragedy upon unconscious Naples, now 
decked in her festal robes and illuminated with golden lights. 

While endeavoring to make out an inscription before the 
stage of the theatre, we were startled at a wild actor, who leaped 
from behind the scenes, snd held us in comic wonder for some 
ten minutes, by some fragments of a comic play. His contor- 
tions of face, and his gyrations in the dance, added grotesqueness 
to the scene. It seems that our guide Antonia had slipped him 
in front to surprise and regale us. I never heard such a fiddling 
twang to a human voice before. He rung its changes oddly 
enough^as oddly as Punch himself. He played a mimic flute 
with a stick ; and at tho conclusion jumped into the chorus, with 
as much gusto as ever the Grecian chorus did under the spell of 
.ffiscbylus. He danced it daintily, until a jerk of the body and 
a doff of the cap, which adroitly caught the expected coin — 
ended this specimen of the " antique." 

As a lawyer I visited the tribunal, where our respectable 
fraternity— if any such were permitted in so wicked a place- 
were wont to congregate. The seat of the judges was upon a 
forum, immediately over the prison cells, from whose gloom the 
prisoners could hear their own doom. An arrangement of the 
kind should commend itself to our civilized communities. It 
would save our courts much time in sending for, and remanding 
prisoners. 
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As WO wend our way homeward, a heavy cloud, betokening 
rain, enshrouds the apos of Vesuvius, All other parts of the 
horinon arc clear and starry. A allettoe " deep as that between 
the trumpet summons and the judgment" sleeps in awe above. 
The very obscurity of the fount of fire, deepens the gloom and 
awe. It reminds us of the words of Festus j Obscurity hath 
many a sacred nse. The sacred use of Vesuvius, I &s firmly 
believe, as I believe in Grod's retribution, has been to punish 
godless profligacy. Is its use wholly set aside 9 Time may 
tell. 

As wo ride along under the illuminated garlands and altars, 
we perceive little shell fountains almost invisible in the foliage, 
out of which water is spouted of a suddon, on a erowd of laugh- 
ing, mischievous rogues, assembled around the railings. Light- 
hearted Naples — what cares she for yon familiar fountain of 
fire? 

■^e visited yesterday the tomb of Virgil. Driving down 
the shore on the western aide of the city, we see the tomb above 
us upon the solid rock, overlooking the bay. To reach it we 
moat take a longer drive. We enter a tunnel, some half a mile 
long, called the grotto of Posiiipo, — said to have been made 
originally by the devil. It bears other marts, however, those 
of wheel-hubs, all along the sides ; the grotto having been cut 
down time after time to its present level. ■ It is lighted finely. 
Two carriages can drive abreast in it, and its height is at least 100 
feet. With jolly cracks of the whip we dash by the gala people, 
returning to the city. The grotto rings with their merriment. 
Soon we are in the country, having passed nnder the rocky ridge 
which divides the city from the siiburban villas Altirs of led 
and gold arch the streets. Chestnut venders emt, then nuts 
soldiers are drinking and gaming ; dark-browcd i_ tizeus are 
rolling balls on the paves ; boys are driving goats into the city , 
the hemp is rotting in the sun by the road side after the Ken 
tucky style ; all these objects pass rapidly by, — to be ibsorbfd 
in the fine view which opens upon the shore. We stind neir 
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anotter grotto out by Lueullus, tlie wealthy Roman, in order to 
get to BaiiB witli more facility — Uaias, that anciout oitj dimly 
seen down the bay near the bridge of Caligula, beyond the 
volcanic hills of Flageria. The isles of the bay float in the dis- 
tance, miles away ; yet apparently very near. So clear is the 
air that Gapras, which is twenty-four miles from the mainland, 
seema not two miles from our point. The same illusion every- 
where deceives the vision. 

Can it be true that, upon those islands, which seem picked 
out for ensamples of the beautiful, the harshest rigors of ty- 
ranny are exacted ? Can it be, that under this cloudless heaven, 
and surrounded by this delightful bay, there is at this moment, 
carried on the blackest system of political persecution and cruelty 
ever practised by despotic arrogance? It is lamentably ti-ue, aa 
Mr. Q-ladstone, in his able pamphlet to Lord Aberdeen, re- 
vealed, that at least 26,000 political prisoners, suspected or con- 
victed of liberal views, or of favoring the revolution of 1 848, are 
chained with felons, and drudge day after day upon those isles, and 
in the surrounding prisons, without the hope of a hearing, or a 
chance of mitigation. 

This is not mere conjecture, nor tumor started by uneasy 
Eepublieans. The police registers themselves show the number 
of political prisoners from May, 1848, to September, 1851. We 
append a table, which cannot record, however, the tortures and 
cruelties incident to their imprisonment. It speais with no 
common voice, of the system of political persecution of the King 
of Naples. 

These are the round numbers (under the actual figure), be- 
cause an exact quotation might subject many Government officials 
to serious annoyance. 

HuMBEH as NEiPoiiTAN PoLiTioAi. Prisohehs, fliOU MsY, 1848, TO 



Condemned to the Ei^astola, 
Condemned in ii'oca to the Bagui, 
Condemned in ivona to tlic Bngni, bnt ni 
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Bamehed to tliu islnnda after Mai, .... 800 

Bai)iBl)«il to the islands without ti'ial, inelnJing the aoldiei's sent by 

royal authority to the camp of Charles Alherti . . . 6,000 

Aooused, who have been, or still ai-e, in prison, from May, 1848, to 

8ep1«nibei', 1851, uot included in the above, . . . 16,000 

Total, ..... 23,138 

Supposed nutnbei- of uidlcB, . . . ' . S,000 

Hiding fi'Ora the police, ..... 160 

Exiled from thair native towns, but still in the kingdom, 350 



Total miniber of victims of the Heapolitan Constitutioo, 26,638 

And it must not be forgotten, that this list does not include 
any, from that wretched class called lazzaroni, but mostly the 
respectable and moneyed class, wlio have intelligenoe to know, 
and the will to endeavor to obtain freedom. The lazzaroni were 
the hired instruments of the Bourbon, who instigated them to acta 
of pillage, murder, rape and arson, against those, and the families 
of those, who favored Constitutional Reform. Even yet these 
fiecds are the chief support of the throne. The quarter wbero 
they live is called the King's c[uartcr. Well, like master, liie 
man. We hope for a reckoning with both. 

The best, the noblest, the brightest spirits of southern Italy, 
are included in the above statistics, and thus expiate what in 
the eye of Ferdinand II. is a horrid crime, via,, their belief in 
popular sovereignty. The wretched King ean promise solemnly 
a Constitution to his people, and can deliberately perjure him- 
self; and conservatives arc ever ready to laud his love of order, 
and his legitimate right. Bn^; a citizen dare not whisper to his 
own wife Iiardly his hope of a better day, without being loaded 
with irons, chained to thieves, and sent off to one of these island 
prisons. The governments of the civilized world should, ia the 
name of our common God and Humanity, protest with a vigor 
far different from mere diplomatic correspondence, against this 
wholesale abuse of power. Perhaps it would not be entirely 
according to international law. But is not that law progressive 1 
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Does it not spring from, the universal reason of men, as well as 
from universal custom 1 and where is the reason why enlighteoed 
nations should not demand tho ohservanee of humane codes? It 
is even alleged that the tortures of the rack are resorted to by 
the government of Naples, to disoover the liheralists, and their 
designs. It makes the flesh oreep to think what infamous per- 
fidy and cruelty are known to have been here committed by the 
myrmidons of Power. Well ; let the first overt act he done 
toward an Englishman or an American — that is all ! People will 
then know how deep that moat is around the palace, and how 
fraternal that dear cousin of Austria is toward his ally o£ 
Naples. 

Does it not seem as if Providence had ordained the inhu- 
manity of man to be an offset against tho charms of nature in 
this clime? But let not these things deter us from our search 
after the tomb of Virgil. 

Driving around the bay to complete our circuit, we pass by 
the sweetest little nooks, hid in the coverts and inlets of the 
bay, the little terraces, gardens and fine houses of which are 
concealed, almost, amid rocks. Above and below, for hundreds 
of feet, is the leafy and stony architecture, natural and artificial. 
Luxury still is seated upon this lovely shore. Boats are plying, 
crowded with men and women, from the eity to the booths and 
cafes, which line its marge. A long winding walk, up — up, 
amidst groves of nectarine and figs, brings us to the tomb of 
Virgil. On the right is the promontory of Miseunm, ncai' which 
PaliDurus fell into tho sea. Farther to the right is the ever 
beauteous Ischia and Procida. The ancient seats of LucuUus, 
Hortensius and Marius, are not far off. In this classic vicinage 
lies the prince of Latin poets. The inscription found hero indi- 
cates, without doubt, the sacred spot. " Manttta me geniut, 
Caiahra rapuere^ tenet nunc PaHkencpe, cedna paseua, rvfra 
duces." This inscription we copied from the stone within the 
tomb, which bends over the dust of the poet. Flowers bloom 
prodigally around. The unceasing echo of the vehicles through 
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the grotto disturbs the stillness, not the beauty of the spot. 
Faacy, ranging wide for similes, likened the murmuring echo to 
tlie solemn sounding of the great epic of the bard down the long 
corridors of Time. The voicefnl sea celebrates, in music more 
harmonious than his own hexameters, the undying fame of the 
Maatuan poet. How strange for us, from the farthest Occident, 
to come hither looking for the more monument of genius I Is it 
not true, that 

" Pilgiims oome fi'om olimea where they have known 
The name of him— who now is hot d name ; 
And waafing homi^e o'er a aulleu Btone, 
Spi'Bud his — \>j him nnheiu'd, unheeded— ^anifl." 

God has written all over our hearts this love of the resting- 
places of the great and gifted, who have inspired us by their 
heroic lives, or charmed us by their " tongue of subtle flame." 
An old writer has transmitted to us the same sentiment of vene- 
ration, for which we in turn revere him — "MovemuT enim nescio 
quo pacto, lods i^sis in quibus eorum, qtcos diligemus, aut 
admiramwr adsunt vestigia." Nothing makes an American 
feel how much his country must achieve, as to tread in these 
footsteps of Antiquity, and ponder the inscriptions over the 
tombs of genius and heroism. Nothing makes him feel how 
much his country has achieved, as to see the operations of this 
present government, where every principle of civil right and 
common decency are sunk in the intoxication of irresponsible 
power. 

A visit to the Museum, here is a part of the performance in 
travel We fonnd it fuil of the relics of the buried cities, con- 
sisting of every variety of personal ornament, cooking utensils, 
pictures, statues, and architecture. The famous Farnese Bull, 
and the surrounding group in marble, are here. Next to the 
Laocoon, it is the most complex achievement of the chisel. Of 
the paintings, chiirches, promenades ; of our visit to the opera 
at San Carlos, the largest theatre in Europe ; of the drive we 
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had down the HWiera di Ohlaja, amidst the lieauty and fashion 
of Naples, more splendid than Regent-atreet or the Boulevards ; 
of our visit to the cemetery, whose heautiful buildings and 
grounds are the admiration of all Tisitors ; of the drive to the 
very homo of the old Siren npon the banka of the Hay, fit 
allegory of the paradisiacal beauty and infernal horror ■which 
dwell about ns ; of all these and more, are they not written 
upon the fleshly tablet, to be perused more at leisure 1 

This afternoon of Sabbath, the festival of St. Louis of Erance 
was celebrated in great parade and pomp. Long processions 
of priests, in white robes and with was tapers, were flanked 
by long lines of soldiers, in which marched singing boys aad 
girls hearing flower wreaths much larger than themselves. Some 
were dressed up as knights of the ehivalric times ; some in glit- 
teriog costumes of other eras. Carriages, too, in long procession, 
in which were the (lite of the oity, brought up the line. As 
they marched down into the promenade, although it was the 
Sabbath, at least five hundred guns were fired. The promenade 
was crowded with the gay Neapolitans, all eager to seo and hear. 
As the host moved by, under its golden canopy, attended by 
priests, or as the image of St. Louis moved along, borne aloft 
by priests, every hat was off and obeisanoe was made with hnm- 
ble reverence. This struck us queerly ; but we are prepared for 
any thing. The perfect uniformity in the Catholic Church here 
is wonderful. Every one is a member, and pays, at least, oat- 
ward respect to its ordinances. 

Tho promenade displayed a more tastefully dressed poople 
than London or Paris caa show. The gentlemen here dress per- 
fectly. Naples can show both extremes, the best-looking and the 
Mwrsi-looking people in the world. Our first impression was cast 
from the features of the lazaaroui, whose indescribable appear- 
ance is as world-wide in its notoriety as the crater of Vesuvius. 

We have met many Americans at every point of our journey. 
They are more numerous abroad this year, than the travellers of 
all other nations put together. I was told by a reverend gcntle- 
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man who had hecn to Palestine, that the Arahs were a little 
jealous of the Yankees. They feared the Yankees were going 
to " annes" the Holy Land. And certainly the reasons they 
give for it ai-e ostensible, if not solid. They say that America 
has been sending a national expedition (Lieut, Lynch's) to 
survey the Dead Sea — that we follow up our government 
project, Witt droves of our countrymen, each one of which is as 
curious and inciuiring after every thing, as if it were already his 
own. Well ; who knows what our destiny may be? Palestine 
may in the course of time have its representative in the Con- 
gress of the United States of America and Asia ; for 

" Westward tlie star of empito takes ila way." 

And if that star will not set, but keep moving, I do not see that 
we can help taking China, and so on. 

Oh 1 for a month's annexation of Naples to our Union, that 
we might strike off the fetters from the thousands of Republican 
prisoners, who are enslaved in sigtt of their beautiful city, and 
that we might purge this Paradise of its serpents in human form, 
which have preyed long enough upon the anguish of the noble 
and patriotic. 

As I write, the sound of military musio mingles with the 
soft rolling of the waters ; while every now and then a discharge 
of musketry announces that some procession and celebration is 
going on. Wo observe upon the piazza, and now entering the 
promenade, a long congregation of white priests, carrying some- 
thing aloft, the host perhaps, while tlie people are kneeling 
around. What strange devotion we meet with here. We were 
shown in the Cathedra!, forty silver images of the saints, large , 
as life, to say nothing of mines of silver in shrines, flowers and 
sacred instruments. The churches do not equal those of Genoa, 
much less those of Rome. There is not the same Art displayed. 

A week has flown here, m this other Eden, upon golden 
wing. It seems but a day oi so "ince we landed upon this 
shore of love and beauty. Within that time how many images 
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of rare and excLuisito form,-— aye, and of rare aad esquisite 
horror, Lave been painted on the memory I Some of these have 
been transcribed. Yet the prospect still enchants, and here I 
would fain lingei •ind write <ibout each novel pha^e of beauty 
which IS revealed under thi^ kmdiiei sky ind around this hay 
of lovtilmest'! Here is the perfection of estemal Natuie where 
the sun— which is the glorious source of all oui joye — warms 
the soil mlo the most fra^raat and richly colored flowora ^nd 
delicicus friita and duvelopes *i landscape tl at is only equalled 
by the ■water ooeno which goldenlj glows under the hliHiug 
Deity The lery s leuoe is enamoicd of the soft plash upon 
the shore as it now invades so sweetly the ear and locks m her 
cell, her own spirit ditties of nu-tone." The isles of the hay 
loom up amidst the sea, like isles of the blest. Every thing 
seems to exist, to ornament a temple of Love and Purity. 
Surely we can exclaim with the simple-hearted Miranda in the 
Tempest, 

" There's nothing ill can dwell in anoh a temj)le. 

If the ill spirit haTO so fail' an honse, 

Good things will strive to dwell iu it." 

But look at the dwellers here— the miserable, swart, ragged, 
haggard lazzaroni ; look at the spectacle of soldiers all about ; 
see that great fort surrounded by a deep moat in the midst of 
the city, for the sovereign to protect himself from his own peo- 
ple ; and above al\, look, as I have, deep down in the great abyss 
of Vesuvius, walk over its smoking ashes and burning marl, 
inhale its sulphur breath, and tremble amid its horror ; and 
you will find that Providence has " mingled the cup." The gold 
n t w tl ut 11 y th un has its spots, the luscious fruitage 
h th a nk at th hat ; — in fine, Naples, the home of the 
H m n S n th at f ancient Roman luxury, the resort 

f th j,ay d pi 1 mg from every clime, the spot chosen 

by V g 1 f h p the land favored by the presence and 
d bdlythp tL martine, — Naples — has its Vesuvius, 

t II ul bu 1 beneath the indurated lava, and its 
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desolated Pompeii under volcanic ashes, partly laid bare in its 
garmeiita of woe I 

All these spots we have visited, alternating from para- 
disiacal heaaty to unatterable terror. We have seen the ex- 
humed relics of these cities in the great Museum, studied their 
domestic history in the familiar household utensils and personal 
ornaments, their pictures and statues. And, as if in. mockery 
of these ivariiingB, wc have listened to the sweet voiees of the 
" children of thia azure sheen " swelling in mellow music and 
falling in tremulous cadence in the opera ■ have seen them 
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FROM the sunny land of the military priesthood of St. John^ 
my present greeting haila. Its unique and peculiar history 
lends a charm which would not otherwise belong to theae dazzling 
streets and motley palaces. 

We left Naples on Monday, the 23d of June, and were a 
long timo in losing sight of the bay of Beauty. All that is 
magical in the combination of light and shade has been daguer- 
reotyped by the mild euaahine upon our memory — fadelessly 
there pictured. We took our passage upon a French man-of-war. 
All went below to sleep ; I alone remained above to obtain a 
nearer view of the Isle of Oaprae, which, from Naples had slept 
so tremulously lovely amid her sheen of cerulean setting. We 
passed between the isle and Point Canipanelli, leaving Sorrenta 
and Castel a Mare behind. The top of Vesuvius, with her flag 
of smoke, darted behind the point. The farewell view of evanish- 
ing Naples, becomes more and more enchanting by distance, 
which robes its sky and water in azure hue. Caprae looked 
bleak and rocky. On the seaward side, I saw an arcfi formed 
by roeks in the sea, under which undulations of light and water 
flashed in rivalry of beauty. The Apennines range closely to 
the shore — ^indeed, their rocky barriers here shut in the sea. 
Huge palisades rising 3000 feet or more, broken into promontory, 
gorge, bay and inlet, guard the coast. The rocks were mantled 
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with a sort of yellow lioliea. Here and there smiled spots of 
cultivation. Wc gradually diverged from these shores, leaving 
the Gnlf of Salerno behind us, until wo passed PoiBt Palinurus, 
wl b t w w t h d und d g Id 11 d w his 

d k t th w Th w w J t to bl g pi dor 

byhfi Al 1 fll flh 1 swm 

1 tl 1 1 py t 1 1 mi p! 1 d d, 

w th 1 11 m d 1 d t 1 d pp w th I ght 

d w t tl w t d Th p y m d I y th t was 

as royally purple as the stole of the imperial Cresar. Soon the 
last tint of gold was softened into a righ mellow lustre of orange. 
Evening sobered down gradually into night. The flickering 
shadows of the air played between the eye and the distant hori- 
zon. A sunset upon the Mediterranean — is it not an objeet to be 
seen with rapture? What pen can distil its beauty into expres- 
sion, or enthrall, by words, the tranq^uil spirit of the scene % 

Yesterday mom I hurried on deck to sec StromboH with his 
column of fire, and ^tna with his pillar of smoke and his top of 
snow. The last was just observable above the highlands of the 
northeast part of Sicily. Wc had passed the gulfs which form 
the instep of the boot of Italy, in the night, and were now in the 
gulf of Gioja, approaching the veritable Soylla and the undoubted 
Charybdis ! The land and water, too, of classic memories, begin 
to appear as we draw near to Hellas and her Ionian isles, Scjlla 
is a high rock, twelve miles from Massena. Here the dogs of 
Homer and Virg 1 bilked m the civems where the waves roUed 
around the fabulous monster We did not, owing to the state 
of the tide see any peculiai cimmotion, nor hear any peculiar 
sounds The wavo"* gl stone 1 blue and bright as ever they did 
to the eye of Eni,aa The sailors had just washed the decks, 
anl weie busy burnishing the metallic portions. The whistle 
of the boatswain and the bustle of the sailors, the cries of the 
ofii eia to the pilots anl the additional man at the wheel, be- 
tokened that mnii, thin (rdm'iry precaution is Still necessary, 
eieii with itcam to i i s t}n°- loint of classic terror. Our boat 
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moves on ; but no opening appears. All is rock-bound, save a 
sand bank, near a fort. This soon opens and displays tte channel 
of Massena, which divides the toe of Italy's boot from the north- 
east of Sicily. It seems as if some convulsion of nature had 
torn this channel from the rocky range of the Apennines, leaving 
the twin of horrors on eitKer side to guard the shores. Massena 
is in sight, and Charybdis with her slight whirl of waters, some 
600 feet from Massena, on the Sicilian side, attracts the eye. 
It is not a very great thing, although it plays such a " bloody 
bones" part in the hexameter. Hell-gate, at Long Island, is 
altogether more horrific. Indeed, since the Genoese sailor struck 
out into the vexed Atlantic, putting to shame the Argonautio 
and the Ulyssean expeditions, these old haunts of monsters look 
like foolishness, especially from a steam boat. 

The head point of Sicily is a sandy beach, upon which are 
windowless bouses, in a deserted fishing town. Massena is quite 
a pretty place, half hid under the shade of the rough, uneven 
mountains, orange-covered, yet bleak-looking, overtopping and 
surrounding the city. 

We pass under the guns of the fort, and are surrounded with 
a motley crew in boats. Degenerate Sicilians ! Ye who were 
once giants, and with your tread shook this volcanic (?) isle ; ye 
who were once Cyclops, and with single eye glared, and with 
heavy arm forged Jove's thunderbolts in the depths of the fires 
of .^tna. Oh ! how have your glories been dimmed, since they 
shone in the imagination of the bard of Soio I 

At breakfast we were desserted with green almonds, yellow 
apricots, cherries, ripe pears and fresh figs. The latter had a 
mawkish sweet taste, a little like our paw-paws, which they re- 
semble in form and color. We begin to feel in the South. In- 
deed, we are in Homer's " isle of the sun." 

What vicissitudes, physical and historical, has not Sicily un- 
derwent ! Hor first inhabitants were from Spain. She was sub- 
Boquontly held by Saracens, Turks, Spaniards. Austrians and 
li'reuch. The Bourbon house was replaced upon the throne in 
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1820, The Revolution of 1848 extended here. The marks of 
it, in the ruined forts, are still visible. Successful for some 
months, and separated from Naples, she was again, however, re- 
duced to the vaaaala,ge of Ferdinand. II., the prince who now 
adorns the throne of Naples. 

After breakfast, we went oa deelc, when, looting astern, I 
observed our steamer an fire! The sails were ablaze ! I hardly 
knew, in my excitement, what to halloo, so I told an English 
friend near, whose ready French proved very serviceable. The 
sailors soon leaped amidst the rigging, tore the sails, and with 
water quenched the fiie. This little incident leads me to re- 
mark upon the extraordinary safety of the boats here, compared 
with those at home. Human life is valued here much more than 
human liberty. Why cannot America at least learn a lesson in 
this regard from Europe? 

In some respects wo could well interchange some of our own 
manaers and institutions for such knowledge. Let me exem- 
plify. Oar bankers at Naples, correspondents of Barings, over- 
paid us $160 in gold, while paying £125 ! Such a mistake at 
home would soon dismiss the offi.cer. But the truth is, the Ital- 
ians are utterly unfit for business Two hours will hardly an- 
swer for them to do what our brokers would do in ten minutes, 
Tteir bank at Naples was away up in the steeple of a church, 
not so high, quite, as Tesuviua. It was a trial to wait upon 
suoh business men. They are so absorbed by pleasure in the 
luxurious now, that providence seems wholly severed from their 
habits. Irresponsible, and careless even of their souls' salvation, 
they yield themselves to the gajety of the day, and commit 
their future, here and hereafter, into the hands of chance, or 
what is worse, of the priests, whose ready absolution is a perfect 
salve for every wound. The genius of the West, and of the rug- 
ged North, seems to them a wild Quixotic adventure, to end in 
pain and trouble. " Heart within," they have not, only as it 
vibrates to the music of the festival, and the garlanding of flow- 
ers. " Cod o'er- head " what or where is He, save that He is 
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onshrmed in the visible images which, are borne in the jojoua 
procesaion 1 He breathes not in the beauteous landscape, nor 
liquid depths, for them. His name, is hut a name — to he re- 
peated in the prayer, and to he pulaelessly dead at the heart, 

Before we leave Italy, let me generalize yet further. How 
apparent to a student of the elder civilization does it differ 
from our own oivilizatlon 1 The old wholly absorbed the indi- 
vidual in the State. The new releases the individual from the 
State, in every country, except Italy, where the State is so inti- 
mately inwoven with religion. There, religion enmeshes the 
individual, and binds hia energies. It absorbs the roost sturdy 
and active in its priesthood, and hands them over to the State 
as curious specimens of free agents, to be again restricted and 
hound. The old civilization withdrew men from the home-in- 
fluence to the temple, the forum, and the camp. The very con- 
struction of the domestic residences in Pompeii demonstrates 
how weak was the domostie tie. No sueh words as comfort or 
home are known in the Grecian or Koman Lexicon. The oppo- 
site is the case with most countries at the present day. The 
domestic influence in Germany, England and America, has in- 
formed the soul of the State. But in Italy the same out-door 
tendency pours its feeble rays of happiness, and sheds its glitter 
of gala pleasure. The priest stands between husband and wife, 
parent and child ; the little orifioe of the confessional becomes 
the medium of confidence ; and even that confidence hangs by as 
brittle a thread as did the sword of Damocles. The State, as- 
sisted by the Church, yet binds down the energies of the mass 
of Italy. The artists of Naples are honored by the King, for 
representing by the pencil and chisel, Eeligion shielding and 
supporting Ferdinand, while Justice smiles serenely upon the 
royal miscreant, who is represented as triumphantly trampling 
Oonstitutionalism under his feet. May we not hope that the 
people will yet burst irrepressihly their iron encasement, and 
stand forth throbbing in the liberty of individual independence I 

Naples is yet hopelessly hound. The King has his moat- 
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surrounded forts, his trained bands, and liia kind Austrian 
friends. Tiiese seem to lie inviacibb j but another Massaniella 
may arise oven from the humble fishermen who drag the beauti- 
ful hay, and with a surer stroke decapitate the head of kingcraft 
in Naples. The government encourages pleasure and priestly 
rule ; and thus renders tlie popular ijiind oblivious of all inhe- 
rent dignity and right. 

We passed to-day some spots sacred to the memory of the 
early Christians. " Paul after having been shipwrecked" in the 
ship from Alexandria (see Acts, chapter 28), upon the shore of 
Miletus, the present Malta, landed at Syracuse, and "tarried 
there three days," and from thence " he fetched a compass, and 
came to Ehegium," which plaoe we passed to-day. It was along 
these blue waves, and under the same warm sunlight, that the 
groat Apostle followed his noble appeal unto Otesar, even to the 
eternal city itself I But more thrilling still, I now write to you 
from the very isle of his shipwreck, and the very plaoe where his 
elocjuent tongue bade the inhuman "saiiors stay their hands : 
" Except these men abide ia the ship, ye cannot be saved 1" and 
he thus protected the four prisoners from death at the hands of 
their custodians j the very spot where the viper fell innocuous 
into the fire, and where the simple barbarians proclaimed him 
in very deed a Deity I 

Some doubts have arisen as to the identity of Malta with 
the Miletus of the Acts , but the plaoe where " the two seas 
come together," oan be no other. Controversy has settled upon 
Malta. 

Before we left Sicily, the sun went down over distant JEtna. 
Cape Mirro de Porci was left behind in a haae of splendor. 
Shakspeare has given to Syracuse, which floats in yonder dim 
light, a local habitation for his muse, and mathematicians hail 
it as the home of Archimedes. 

This morning we woke up in the rock-ribbed, trebly fortified 
harbor of Malta. The English flag — a relief to one's eyes — 
floated above us. The land of the Hospitaller and the Grand 
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Master was around us. Ttis island was given to the Knigtts by 
Ciiarlea V. after they had heen driven out of Palestine. From 
the fifteenth century to the time of Napoleon, the Grand Masters 
ruled here, midway between the Christian and Moslem world. 
We have spent the day partly in looking at the strange tombs 
of the Knights of 8t. John and the Cathedral of that name. 
Yesterday was his festal day. The Cathedral was carpeted over 
T^ith the orange leaves which hid the rich Mosaics. The great 
tapestries in which shines the !ifo of the Saint, hung splendidly 
from the frescoed arches We passed into the Armoiy all 
around which the old knights devoid of their bodies itiff m 
their armor, stem t-j keep guard Cuiious relics weie theie — 
flags and trophies won fiom S«ira:,en by Knight ind ordnin:,i, 
of antique mould The keys of Jerusalem hung ruatv by the 
side of those of \cre and Rhjdes 

This city was taken by Napoleon on hia route to Egypt, 
and the reign of the G-iand Masters ce*i?ed By voluntary 
annexation (a precedent fjr Tezas) the isle wi*. pla:,ed under 
British sway. But the quaint mfluLnce of the priestly boldier 
yet clings to each pilace and i,huioh, giving stiange ind 
attractive featuies to each object ariimd uf The older of the 
Knights was composed of pirsons trom diffeieut European na 
tions, distributed according to languige Their portraits in 
the Armory denote decision and devotion and then arms and 
armor bespeak by dents and weight a stalwart and doughty 
Knighthood Hero the last riys of the orb of chivaliy lingered 
about the gown of the churchman long aftei thit orb had dis 
appealed fiom the hoiizon Heie the hardest siege ot modem 
history was sustained by the French who m M'^'i, affei two 
years resistance capitulated to Loid Nelson 

The isle w b'lrien and dry occasionilly s^octocrf b> south 
west winds E\ery class and every nation is here tt br tiund 
a varied assemblige 

Long haiiVil SJayoman sltjppei with the ro 1 
And BCantj Kap whl ch ill pratecta his head ; 
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White-kilted Snliot, gay and gilded Greek, 

Grove, tui'bnned Turk, acd Moor of BWOfUir cheek. 

We cannot throw off the influence of Malta so readily. "We 
Baw so much at the famous refuge of the Knights, so much 
illustrative of the early struggles of the Crusaders to regain 
and to keep Palestine, so much illustrative of the exterminating 
wars hetween the Knights of St. John aad the Templars, as 
well as betweea Christian and Turk, that it would tako a long 
scroll to write it. 

This isle of Malta seems to be well governed by the British, 
but it is a nest of beggary. Such a gi-oup of beggars never be- 
set poor humanity, as clung to us when wc emerged from our 
hotel. I had to beat them off with my Vesuvius club, so impu- 
dently daring were they to our ladies as well as to ourselves. 
Before we left Malta harbor, a band of four fiddlers, smoking 
cigars, twanged all around our boat for coppers. Although the 
mate gave them a few splashes with the wheel occasionally to 
keep them off, and 'although his " Sacr-r-r-es " rolled deep and 
long, still they rowed and fiddled, and fiddled and rowed, until 
our noble steamer drowned their harmony in its noiao, as it 
moved out amid the eight forts of this invincible harbor. The 
involutions of these stony fabrics are wondrous. They were 
framed by the Grand Masters, one after the other, ea<th trying 
to excel his predecessor, in giving strength to this last resort 
of chivalry against the Moslem foe. The open sea is angry and 
rough. Ten ships float in the offing, looking spectral and 
shadowy against the evening sky. They form the English fleet, 
which is hourly expected at Malta. 

The pitching of the vessel admoniahes me to cease record- 
ing, and to retire — below. 

Farewell to Malta I Athene — Athens — the home of the 
apiritually Beautiful is our promise, and thitherward we shall 
be wending, even though unconscious, in sleep. 
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Made Tisible ia Beiviity. Uiat ebail glow 
Id evertusLlDg IWbaesB ; nuapproacbed 
By tnortAl paffllon ; puta amidst tlie blood 
Anddustof Congncst; Dever naiJiig old, 
But Ob the atroam of time, from age to age 
Casting bright images of lieavenlj- jontli, 
To make the world lesB monrnftO." 

Talfo'onPs Alheiiitm Oa^Miie, 

rPHE Leart tlirohljod wildly as tlio vessel approaohed the shores 
-L of Attica, Far different is its tlirobbing from tliat caused 
by the distant view of Rome. One was tlie citadel of power, 
physical and temporal, even in its grandest exhibition. The 
other is .the citadel of power, intellectual and immortal. The 
shores of Greece as they frown npon the sea, are instinct with 
a genius which men will ever venerate. The general aapect of 
the shores of Attica is that of extreme barrenness and asperity, 
unrelieved by a single tree, and rarely by a shrub. There are 
uo level lawns or beautiful groves, with, which poetry would in- 
vest the land of Homer and Plato. Cicero said truly of yon 
island far to our northward, and of its ruler Ulysses, that he 
loved Ithaca " non quia lavga, sed quia sua." He might have 
extended the generalization so as to have jnoluded every Gre- 
cian ; and have added, " they loved not theii' country becauso it 
had any attractive scenery, but simply becauiso it was Greece," 
What Homer in his Odyssey says of Ithaca, may be truly said 
of all the Grecian coast. It is horrid with cliffs, with little or 
no herbage, allowing scarcely a mouthful to the mountain goat 
9 
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Greece is almost sea-surrounded. A small isthmus attaches 
Morea to the main land, How could such a barreu soil become 
so great? Why do we gaze with such earnestness upon jon lit- 
tle neck of rocky earth between Mount Cithaeron and Capo Su- 
nium ? Why do we wander with rapture under the plane-trees, 
whore Plato taught, or lean entranced against the Pentelic pil- 
lars of the Parthenon 1 Why do we listen to the subtleties of 
Zeno from the portico? What surrounds each statue with an 
anriole of light ; what covers each mountain witli a glory like a 
God ? Why do nations meet here to mourn over ruins, and grow 
eloquent over dust! Why are millions spent here in excavating 
the works of the dead past ? Why has an archEeological soci- 
ety exhumed the fragmentary pillars of the temples of old? 
Greece was the thinking head and beating heart of the world ; 
the first and brightest link in the genealogy of genius. The 
human mind here received its first great impulse, and it has ever 
since measured its advancement by the influence of literary men 
deeply read in the lore of Greece. The influence ef letters over 
every other influence, is attested by every page of the world's 
annals ; but the annals of Greece are a complete unity of evi- 
dence, every line of which is instinct with a salutary influence. 

Can we help wondering that such a barren soil should Iiave 
been so productive of great thoughts ? Let it be remembered 
that the very difficulty to ba contended with, " like a skilful 
wrestler, strengthened the nerves," and made the Spartans and 
Athenians, what they will ever remain, the soul of Antiquity. 

We passed, at evening, iJie famous island of Cytheria, now 
called Cerigo. Dark clouds, with long fringes, floated grace- 
fully over Sparta. The hills are dark, and not ungracefully 
pencilled against the western sky, which glows in gold, here and 
there dimmed by wavy cloudlets. The purple light plays upon 
the foam of our gallant ship How does the spirit recur to the 
past, and with that active race who lived upon yon shore, people 
the sky and earth and sea, with shapes of dreamlike beauty and 
austere dignity I Even there upon that bleak island, which is 
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now used as the Botany Bay of Ionia, it is failed that the beau- 
tiful goddess of love had her favorite resort. There wliere 
Helen, the " source of all the woe of Troy," was horn, the ge- 
nius of Greece imagined it saw the winged messengers of the 
goddess float in the purple light of love ; and here, amidst this 
cerulean sea, it saw the goddess herself arise — the conqueror of 
£ — th h m f M 1 th mp f J ! 
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there follows a scene so novel in boating, to an American, that 
we transcribe it as a Bpeeimen of the manners of the descend- 
ants of Epaminondas and Pericles. Boat No. 1 oatohea Ma- 
dame as she descends, — the picture of the " unprotected female" 
in Puneh. While politely seating her, No, 2 seizes the old 
man, and drags him into his boat — he just escaping a cold bath. 
No. 1 runs up for the baggage, which Nos. 3, 4, 5, 6 and 7 have 
seized, amidst terrific jabberings; and which they seem deter- 
mined to divide piecemeaL Madame discovers her isolated 
state, and reaching out her arms frantically, screams, " Papa !" 
" Papa 1" as no one but a iPrencliwoman can. The young scion 
adds his treble. The guns from the Greek man-of-war thunder- 
ing a reception to the French admiral, who had just left the 
other side of our boat for his ship, join the chorus. Amid this 
noise and the smoke, the din of Grreoian conflict oontinttes. No. 
2 qaickly joins his boat, and Madame and child tumble over 
into it. No. 1 returns to find his prey minus, discovers the tri- 
umph of No, 2, and makes a lurch at him for the robbery. 
They elmch, and over they roll, perfectly unconscious of the 
fickle elements below ; still, they somehow manage to keep in 
the boats. No, 3 rnshes to the rescue ; knocks off Madame's 
hat ; while the disapproving scion pummels him with his little 
fiats, Madame screams, Nos, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, &e., rush to the 
melefi, with oars, boat-hooks, and boots in air. The Laocoon 
was never so involuted as the twisting folds of these lithe Gre- 
cians, All is confusion. We stand above, langhing at the sin- 
gular scene, while its objects, the passengers, crawl off into boat 
No, 9, and escape to the shore. Our of&cers are kicking at the 
heads of the Grecians as they approach within range. At 
last, our mate suggests the old espedieut, and backets of cold 
water are plenteously rained in upon the fighting mass. The 
Greek man-of-war seiids a boat of sailors to aid the hydropathic 
expedient ; and in peace we are permitted to land upon the 
shores of Greece. 

These Greeks bear the reputation of lying, cheating rascals. 
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At evorj chance they take advantage of each, other, aa well as 
of strangers. They have a good stare of enterprise. Thoso 
who come from the islands are especially sharp and actiye. But 
moral sensibility seems utterly imbruted among them. The 
same race who introduced by fraud the horse into Troy, — the 
same who pretended to leave Troy, and Lid in that little isle of 
Tenedos, which we are approaehing, — the same nation whose 
faith was a proverb for inconstancy, still people Attica. Theve 
is little to attract in the first glance at Greece. Every thing 
looks arid and dry. Rain they have not had for the three sum^ 
nier months. The olives are the only trees, and they look dusty 
and parched. Some few years ago the snow laid nearly a whole 
day upon the ground about Athens, and killed the oranges and 
vtiies, while it withered the olive considerably. 

We learned at the Pireus that it woiild be impossible to go 
to Joppa before the middle or last of July, as the Austrian 
steamer does not leave till then. Consequently we shall Jiave 
to omit our Jerusalem trip, and be satisfied with a visit to the 
Capital of the Ottoman. 

The kind and urbane missionary at the Pireus, Mr. Buel, 
of the Baptist denomination, received us most cordially. We 
had a letter to him from our Consul at Malta. Mr. Buel ofi'ered 
to guide us among the ruins of Athens, which offer was readily 
accepted. A better guide never traveller rejoiced in. He is 
indeed a scholar and a Christian gentleman, and his life abroad 
is not without incident, which marks him as a man of earnest 
will .and heroic devotion in- the eause of liberty and gospel 

Our country has reason to be proud of its missionaries here. 
Dr. King and Mr. Hill are the missionaries at Athens; the 
former is of the American Board, and the latter, I believe, is an 
Episcopalian. Dr. King, as well as Mr. Buel, has been sub- 
jected to litigation and trouble, on account of the jealousy and 
intolerance of the Greek monks. These missionaries are the 
representatives of free discussion, guarantied by the Greek Con- 
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Btitution, but little known in its practical significance.* When 
pressed too hard by those in power, they have one argument 
which never fails them. It is an appeal to the "stripes and 
stars," The other Sunday, some of the monks of the Greek 
Church, wishing to embroil Dr. King in a difficulty, repaired to 
his church, in company with a mob of students from tie UniYcr- 
eity, apparently for the purpose of discussion. The Doctor had 
a full house. After proceeding in his sermon, he was interrupted 
by a monk, who wished to propound certain queries, the object 
of which was to draw out from Dr. King some expressions invid- 
ioua to the Greek Church. The Doctor told him, that if he 
would come the nest day he would answer him, as he did not 
desire a discussion at tliat time. But they would not be put off. 
i'ierce gestures and threatoniugs followed, and they began to 
advance upon the Doctor, A few days before, a tin box with a 
flag containing quite a number of stripes, and more stars, had 
arrived at Athens for our Consul, and in his absence it was left 
with Dr. King, Consul ad interim. The Doctor's servant qui- 
etly slipped up stairs in tbo midst of tbe row, and while the 
students were advancing on the Doctor, returned with the flag, 
and spread it out from the pulpit ! Hurrah ! but you should 
have seen tbose scions of the heroes and demi-gods slink, like 
whipped sheep-dogs, out of the house. Not a word more, not a 
gesture, but a quiet sneak away from the republiccm flag^ told 

* Since my return to Amerioi, I have seen it atatad that Di-. King had 
been arrested for an alleged reviling of the Greek religion ; that the Com-t 
below had fonnd him gnilty, but that the case had been removed to a higher 
tribunal. The final hearing waa had on the 18th of December, 1851, when 
Mr. Pilitn^ one of Dr. King's lawyers, and prytannis, or pi'esident of the 
ttnivcraitj, maintained, in an able apeeoh, that OTntroversy wik not reviling 
the Greek reli^on; and when he took occasion to pay several haodaome 
complimentfl to Amenefl, as the home of fi'ce thought and free speech. If 
Dr. King ahonld aueoeed, of which there is small hope, owing to the eornip- 
UoQ of the Court and the influence of the Government, it will be a triumph 
of civil and religious liberty worthy of that city where Soorates taught and 
Pkto reasoned. 
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more of the influence of true liberty ttaa Greece has felt for 
many a long year. The ancient Greeks used to imagine a Hes- 
perian clime, beyond the pillars of Hercules, near the setting 
sun ; and Plato organized an imaginary commonwealth, where 
human passion played harmoniously and snbordinately for the 
public weal, without jar or rupture. Out of such a clime, and 
from such a republic, an influence emanated as ideal as it was 
poteot upon the soul of the plastic Grecian, May we not hope 
that an analagotta influence, as real as it is potent, shall emanate 
from our own Hesperus, to mould anew the dynasties of corrupt 
power in this eastern world? 

When I left home I did not dream of going farther east 
than Rome, To be permitted to see the source of all that is 
beautiful in Art, glorious in Poetry, profound in Philosophy, 
and powerful in Eloquence, was a joy too great for my limited 
hope. But^ — I have stood upon the Acropolis ! Although I 
had been utterly obilvious of all my Toyaging hither, yet I 
could have told immediately, that Attic elegance, even in its 
ruins, environed mc, and that this was indeed the marvel of 
Taste, the adornment of Pericles, and the eye of Greece. 

Five miles through the plain, once covered with the homes 
of Athenians, now denuded of all save a few olive orchards and 
vineyards, bring us to the eity from the Pireita, Formerly, the 
Pirens formed a part of Athena. A walled street connected 
them. A chariot course was upon these walls. You may re- 
member that Socratea uaed to go down to the Pireus, to talk 
with the nnsopkisticatai whom he met there, and from whom 
he learned many of those familiar figures of speech which con- 
vey so aptly great truths. Few rums line the way. The Par- 
thenon upon the Acropolis first catches the eye, and detains it 
to the last, Mr. Buel informed me thit fiom his house iu the 
Pireus, he eould count its pillars, so elear !■< the glisten of the 
Pentelic marble in this transpirent air Far above the city 
looms up the Acropolis. From it as fiom the elevated centre 
of a charmed circle, the eye may sweep the most soul-stirring 
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scenery of tke worldj unless we except tte view from tte Mount 
of Olives, 

I had been led, l)y tearing au Euglishmaii expressing his 
disgust of Athens and its relica, to espect but a meagre view of 
these hallowed scenes. Perhaps 1 owe the intense interest I 
took in these associations and localities, to the intelligent and 
communicative missionary who accompanied us. 

In ascending the Acropolis, we first stop at the temple of 
Theseus. It was built 465 e, c. Its parts are perfect still. 
The roof is modem. An earthquake has shaken it, doubtless, 
for the different portions of the pillars have been disturbed from 
their original base. Thirtj-four beautiful Doric columns attest 
the grace and elegance of this style of architecture. On the 
eastern facade all the ten metopes are occupied with bass-reliefs, 
representing the labors of Hercules, whose friendship for Theseus 
is thus shown. The relics of the demi-god, Theseus, were brought 
here from the isle of Skyros, and interred. 

The Theseum is but a stepping-stone, by which to ascend to 
greater beauties and more hallowed localities. What means 
this large area, braced around by immense hewn stones, so im- 
mense that it seems impossible that human might could have 
brought them here? Sixteen by ten feet in size, these stones 
range around the Pynx, so called from their pressing the earth 
upward. Above, as it were in the most commanding point of 
the vicinity, is a solid, flinty rock, carved into a platform, with 
seats for different officers and the orators. We can hear from 
the farthest point of the Bema the ordinary conversation 
of our Prenclk friends, who have anticipated our ascent to 
this massive throne of the Greoiaa demus — the throne of Oratory 
and Statesmanship. The Bema is turned from the sea to the 
inland. Formerly it was upon the summit of the hill, but so 
potent and thrilling were the allusions of the orators, as well as 
their gestures as they pointed out the naval scenes of triumph, 
that the thirty tyrants removed it further down. But it still 
oommands a view of the Acropolis ; and that view furnished 
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Demostcnes with one of tia flueBt allusions to tke gods, wbo 
were ranged in statues above him upon the right, in his famous 
oration upon the crown. 

We stand upon the solid platform, whero Demoatheoes, .33s- 
chines, and their compatriots, harangued the people. An area 
of 12,000 yards is about us. There is no doubt of the identity 
of this place, however problematical other places may be. There 
are two spots renowned, the one in saored, and the other in pro- 
fane history, as to the particular identity of which, there cannot 
linger a possible shade of doubt. One is Jacob's well — the 
scene of the memorable conference between our Saviour and the 
Samaritan woman. It is dug in the solid rock. You may be 
sure when you stand over Jacob's well, that you are at least 
within a few feet of the spot where Jesus stood. The place of 
the Holy Sepulchre, of the crucifixion, of the ascension, and of 
the transfiguratioUj are all in darkness or doubt. About Jacob's 
well, Mahomedan, Jew, Christian, and Infidel, all agree. Not 
less certain is the spot marked as the Grecian Bema, When 
you stand there, you may he certain that you stand just where 
Demosthenes stood, when he hurled his torrent of indignation 
upon his opponents, and shook, by his words of thunder, Artas- 
erxes' throne. Prom no spot in the world has emanated such 
winged words, freighted with so warm an enthusiasm, and so 
cogent a logic. It stirred the soul, to stand on this throne of 
oratory — to image forth the scene of that memorable day when 
^sohines — the polished actor of the theatre and the glosing 
courtier of the people, met the Prince of Orators in the question 
about the crown, and was forever whelmed in the popular ele- 
ment over which he had so often skimmed, volubly and grace- 
fully. Erom that fountain sprung the mighty flood of speech, 
which through ages has rolled on as it began, in a ohannel ever 
full, — never overflowing. Well did it merit the eulogium of 
Brougham, who loved himself to quaff of its inspiring influence, 
" whether it rushed in a torrent of allusion, or moved along in a 
majestic exposition of enlai'gcd principle, or descended hoarse 
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and headlong in overwhelmmg invective, or glided melodious in 
narrative and description, or spread itself out shining in illuatra- 
tion — its course is ever onward, ever entire ; never scattered, 
never stagnant — never slaggist." Oh I for one tone — one living 
breath of the old oratory from this, its early altar ! Oh ! for 
one of" those vehement anathemas against Philip, which have 
spread the fame of Grecian oratory through the long centuries 
and over wide seas and continents ; or even for one of his infe- 
rior harangues in favor of Rhodian liberty, or upon the Glasses, 
on the Halonesus, or for the regulation of the State ; each and 
all, compressed with energy and relevant with cogency ; ever 
pervaded by prayerful devotion to the gods and to his native 
city ! But we have no echo here of the mighty voice. Greece 
is pulseless, and no tone could arouse her now. With the great 
Past filling the charmed air, we can but stand and wonder — in 
silence ! 

Let us ascend that other hill of solid limestone yet nearer 
the Acropolis. The path upward is rongh and uneven from the 
Benia ; although when Paul ascended it, to gratify the Athenian 
love of novelty, he doubtless surmounted Mars Hill from the 
other side, where, worn by rain, yet still visible, are steps out in 
the solid limestone. I sought my pocket Testament, for here 
was the spot of sawed oratory. 

Boys were flying kites from its summit. Donkeys and sheep 
wore lying lazily around its base. Burs and thistles hang to 
each spot where vegetation may eke out its scanty subsistence. 
A tall, flinty cliff rises beyond the city of Athens, which is 
gathered into a small space below. The long olive plains spread 
out beneath the eye even to the sea. A columu stands on a 
hill upon the right, still higher than Mars, erected to Philopopus 
in the first century. Before us is the Acropolis — the invincible 
and the beautiful^wbose store of relics, with their tasteful de- 
corations, " empearl the starless ages" of the world. But here, 
upon this spot, first broke upon the world of philosophy, that 
light which alone enunciates the principle of life and i^iuor- 
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tality ; that gospel which cast into the shade all the logomaohies 
of the schools and the discoveries of acieuce, which reduces into 
nothingness even that beautiful system of unity and the highest 
imprOTement of reason, which Plato, walking beneath those 
green olives upon the left, and in the mellifluousness of his di- 
vine tongue, eliminated, unassisted by Revelation. What are 
they all, compared to the annunciation of Paul from Mare Hill, 
when he declared to the men of Athens, the unknown God, and 
that this God made the world and all things therein, seeing 
tltat He is Lord of Heaven and earth, dwelling not in temples 
made with hands ! To feel the force of this declaration, one 
must stand where Paul stood, and read it in view of the tem- 
ples, gorgeous and glistening, "springing rounded to columns" 
from each mound and hill, and especially from that lofty hill to 
which he doubtless pointed, as he referred — crowned by the 
most splendid architectural triumph of all time ! An illustra- 
tion thus forcible and striking, could not have fallen upon dull 
ears. It had its fruit, for we read that Dionysiua, the Areopa- 
gite, was converted. 
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this IS the Temjle In the temple was cnee the tall statue 
of Minerva whose tall spear tipped with a flag wa« tlie first 
object which met the letuimng sailoi ^s he weithered Ctpe 
Sunium The great pliin of the old city spread aiound Alas i 
but a plain compaied with thit Athena which triumphed at 
Miiithon Salimis and Platea But the e^e may jet trice the 
boundaiiesoi'the Academy and the Lyceum , whose systems, fil e 
in many respects, detained, by their intellectual spell, the ad- 
vancing mind of the world for fifteen centuries. The bed of the 
missus — ha I ha I what a river for an American to look at 1 
The Sciota compared to it, is as the Mississippi to the Sciota, 
The classic stream is but a little dry run, shrunk into nothing, 
and hardly traceable. The Cephissus, which we crossed in 
coming to Athens from Pireus, is little larger, but rejoices in a 
sprinkle of water. "Upon the west is the sea, with Salamis bay 
and isle. The Athenians could easily have seen from this point 
tlie battle of Salamia, where Theniistoctes covered himself with 
such glory as Grecians alone knew how to bestow. His tomb 
still looks down, in lonely grandeur, upoa the scene of his tri- 

In an opposite direction rise, in serene and dim beauty, the 
hill Colonos, and the Pentelic mountains, both known in the 
muse of Sophocles. The stadium, the space over which the 
charioteers burned to gain the goal, is spread out between us and 
the distant hills. The theatre of Bacchus, in which the drama of 
Greece was displayed with its furies, demi-gods, and gods—lies 
below, marked by a few columns. Other monuments, erected 
by the Romans, Hadrian's amphitheatre, and such like, are in a 
better state of preservation. 

The temple of Jupiter Olympus detains the eye longer. It 
was completed by a Roman emperor. Sixteen Corinthian ooi- 
umns yet remain to tell its superiority. Sixty feet high they 
tower ; while anciently they performed the circuit of 2,300 feet. 
The whole length of the building was 354 feet, and the number 
of columns was 120, Now as Hook at its remains, the eye Suds its 
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area oovered by great staota of wheat, in the process of thresh- 
ing. Men are superintending. Tiiis process was peculiar. Im- 
agine three cultivators, or corn harrows, with teeth turned hack- 
ward ; these chained together, and a man on each ; drawn hy 
horses trampling the straw, while men were engaged in stirring it 
up, and you have a very unscientific description of the threshing 
process. Women were riding the horses, and stirring the straw, 
assisting the work. A motley group that, in tlie temple of Ju- 
piter ! Why so much straw here ? It is a ridiculous law, that 
every fexmer shall bring his wheat or grain into one point fixed 
by the officer, there to be threshed in his presence, so that gov- 
ernment may take its toll ! American farmers I how would 
you like that? Jupiter Olympus! would you not upset such a 
government in a jiffy t 

A Spartan band were playing most execrably under the lofty 
columns of Jupiter's temple. They had come as far as possible 
out of Athens, in order that they might not be heard. There 
is more harmony for the eye than the ear upon the Acropolis. 
The former has not yet been exhausted. The statues, fragments 
of tracery and inscriptions are gathered here. In each, even 
though broken and defaced, one may see that excellent device 
and wonderous slight, which formed so much to gratify the love 
of beauty. Many a lady at home admires an edging, or inter- 
jects in wonder over a figure in a fabric, whose fine original peeps 
out of the broken Pentelic upon the Acropolis. Many a grace 
h b t 1 by fr m th se rude fragments, which 

w 1 f h h b 1 m t f tone in the villas of Italy 
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soul of beauty dilating under its shadows, at the viaioa of truth 
serene, spreading graces forth, and visible in their beauty. 

Plato — all radiant and diviae ; what soul, tinaaaisted hy 
direct intercourse with its Maker, ever dared a bolder flight 
than his, toward that Christianity which God incarnate came to 
teach ! Did he not dedicate his youth at the feet of Socrates, 
and his old age in yonder grove, — the first fruits and the latter 
growth, — to the upbuilding of the fairest fabric whioh human 
Reason ever reared in honor of its Maker? Where is the rule 
of life, the sentiment of affection, the profound thought, which 
he has not touched and adorned 1 Did he not probe the deepest 
truth in Nature, when he said : "Let us declare the cause which 
led the Supreme Ordainer to produce and compose the Universe, 
He was good ; and he who is good has no kind of envy. Ex- 
empt from envy, he wished that all things sTiould be as much 
as possible like himself All things are for the sake of the good, 
and it ia the cause of every thing beautiful." In one thing 
only did ho fail. He gave no authoritative rule of duty, for he 
was not, commissioned from on high. Oh I if his seraphic soul 
could have seen that glory which beamed in the mild star of 
Bethlehem, and could have listened to the eloquent Apostle 
from Mars Hill, as he dissipated the mists of all the schools, hy 
declaring that " He gave to all, life and breath and all things," 
and that " in Him we live and move and have our being," — what 
rapture would not his great mind have felt, what humility would 
have graced the seer of Aoademus I 

Such reflections, and such like, have made our visit to Athens 
one of deepest interest. It is not the modem city — not the 
temples of Victory, of the Winds, of Bacchus, or of Jupiter 
even, — it is not the prison cut in the rock, and pointed out to us 
as the abode of Socrates in his last hours,— it is not the foun- 
tains and caves, not any external form of Nature or Art, which 
gives to Greece Its never-dying spell of enchantment, Athens 
lies calmly beautiful to the mental eye, as the old haunt of 
Wisdom, Poetry, Oratory, Art, and Heroism. The eye seeis 
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in vain for the "warrior's weapon and the sophist's stole;" the 
Grecian phalanx no longer moves to the eye, and the Orators no 
longer spell-bind the people from the Bema ; but it is enough 
that here was onoe 

"The dome of Thought— the palace of the aoull" 

After examining the singular construction of the Partlienon, 
in which there is not a single straight lin^ — strange though it 
seem — after measuring with the eye that singular adaptation, 
by which part is made to lean upon and support part, thus ren- 
dermg a part equal in strength to the whole, — after sweeping the 
horizon again and again, and standing upon that " lofty mountain 
thought" which rises out of the City of Minerva, wo felt the 
spirit stretoh into a view, so full of life, and splendor, and joy, 
that its transcript seems as impossible as its reality was sublime. 
One should stand upon the Acropolis, before boasting of having 
Been aught or felt aught elsewh th d 1 l 

But I must descend. Ou 1 th k d m y t 

us to his house. While aw t th h p 1 bl t tl 
sinks in gold below Salamis, 1 g tl w ft 1 th 

Pireus. A Grecian tea it w — d ty d 1 f, t W th th 
tea is taken delicate preserv mdfmth [Itl f 

the heart of the rose, and wthtlwt wtt j. t 

paste called raJiatliJcum, comm th t B t t w 

delight to remember the kindly g 1 th ^ g ^ 

of Mr. Buel, who saw us safely upon our boat, and regretfully left 
us to our eastern path. Had we remained longer with him, he 
promised us the pleasure of meeting Mrs. Black, Byron's " Maid 
of Athens," and the daughter of Marco Bozzaris (pronounced 
Botezan-is), who are his neighbors, and frequently spend their 
evenings with him. The former is now a respectable matron of 
a large family. The latter is no longer connected with the 
Queen's Court, 

Athens in itself has nothing striking in its appearance. It 
contains 23,000 people, but seems no larger than one of our or- 
dinary county seats. It lies in a triangular sha'^e. I do not 
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see how they can pack so much humanity in it. But its streets 
are narrow. Men need no more house room here, however, than 
will serve as their couch The shups aie fecmty iiid small 
The baking is done it public ovens on the a^aoi-iated Fouiicr 
principle. There arc plenty of camagti at Athens audchiap, 
bat the roads are poor, the streets iie diiti, wid illy- 
paved and crooked. The foot walks are about two feet wide 
The people are a sad mixture of respectable and miserable ; the 
latter predominating. They are mostly idlers ; busying them- 
selves as formerly, in " hearing and telling some »ew thing." 
Education is progressing. Many fine buildings for that pur- 
pose are being erected. The palace and its gardens stand out 
conspicuously in the treeless, sandy |)lain, upon the edge of the 
city. Water from the wells is constantly pumped ty diligent 
donkeys, to irrigate the thirsty soil. The people depend on the 
goat for their milk and butter. Beef is an unknown luxury. 
Hjmethus stiU yields her honeyed wealth, according to Byron. 
Perhaps it is a poetic license. There are no women apparent. 
It was daylight when we went througii. They only appear, star- 
like, by night. These domestic items must now close. One 
should not judge too hastily of such things ; but to our hasty 
glance, Athens modem is to Athens ancient as the poorest 
fragment of an old statue is to the bright and symmetrical 
mould of a Phidias. 

The next morning found us darting around Cape Sunium, 
upon whose rocky steep the white columns of the temple of 
Minerva shine, and from which they look upon the sea. This 
temple was erected here to remind the voyager of the Goddess 
of Athens, at the very gate of Attica. 

I think, with Lamartine, that a tomb or temple fills the 
mind with holier thoughts and purer associations, when located, 
as is the tomb of Themistocles or the temple of Pallas, upon a 
lone and rocky promontory, — " afar from the city's troublous 
cries," — drawn in the clear air against the beautifully blue 
horizon, and rising instinct with Nature into closer c 
with heaven. 
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WEai-enow on board the fine French steamer EgyptuB, dodg; 
ing. hy the cunning of steam, the isles of Greece, which rise 
in these bJue waters on all aides. We are playing between Ther- 
niia, named from its warm springs, and Zea, with Journa, the 
old Eoman place of baaishment, ahead. It will take nice nari- 
gation to extricate as from the complexity of thesp inlands But 
it is thrilling to eareei amidst these homes of ancient gpums 
They seem to have heen compensated, for the bleakness and 
harreneas of their scenery, by the growth of men in the elder day 
We shall, before long, see the isles where Hompr and Sappho 
lived and sung, and where &od appeared in rapt Tision to the 
soul of John, the seer of Patmos, and opened to him those 
Revelations of Wonder, ftlory, and Mystery, whn,h form the 
Omega of the living word. 

It is verging toward midnight. I have just been on deck. 
The gallant steamer is shooting past the isle of Homer— the 
loveliest of the Archipelego— the most fruitful and picturesque 
of the isles of Greece — the celebrated Scio. It is called the 
Paradise of the Levant; and well deserves the name for its 
extraordinary fertility, and beautiful foliage and scenery. This 
isle is under the dominion of the Ottoman, aad the revenues it 
affords are dedicated to the support of the mother of Abd-ul- 
Mejid, the present Sultan, who lives in magnificence upon the 
hanks of the Bosphorus. It is in strange contrast with the 
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other islos of Greece ; which rise in rocky emineneea and broken 
promontories from the sea. True, it suffevecl much in the Greek 
revolution. But its vineyards, its olives, its citrons and its 
mastic groves, then cut down, are again bespreading the island. 
The other isles afford but soanty homes for the goat. Man 
scarcely plants his foot upon the different spots we have passed 
to-day, hut upon Scio he has revelled amidst the prodigality of 
Nature. The mastic is the chief object of cultivation. It is 
the product of the Lentisk shrub, which covers the hill slopes, 
and which, when cut, drops the liciuid mastic. This is hardened, 
refined, and exported for the use of the Turkish ladies. But 
why speak of all this? Is not this the isle of Homer? Of all 
the claims to the honor of his birthplace Scio has preferred the 
best. Beside, she is rich in other names. Ion the tragio poet, 
Theocritus the sophist, and Theopompus the historian, all hailed 
from this isle. But why distinguish Scio amidst such a frater- 
nity of isles, all rich in the associations of classical antiij^uity, 

"Where grew the arts of war oud peace ; 
Where Deloa rose and Phtebus sprung. 
The S<9an and the Teian Muse. 

The hero'a harp, the lovely's lute, 
Have found the fame your shorea refuse ; 

Their place of bii'th alone is route 
To sounds which echofuTiher toest 
Thau youi,- sire's islands of the hleat." 

Never did bard sing more truly. Our boat is full of Greeks. 
I have just walked amidst them — slewing upon the deck, utterly 
unconscious that they are passing the native spot of him, whose 
Bong has rung the name of Greece through two thoasand years, 
and from continent to continent. The stars look down calmly 
and full of sparkle from their unclouded vault. The dark isle 
rises majestically upward, amidst their fretted fires. The 
Orient, with its deep and infinite splendors, fills the mind of the 
gazer, as he looks upward and eastward along that star-strewn 
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path. Yonder, not far from the early home of Homer, ia the 
aneient Troy, around whose walls the soeneB of Epic glory took 
place, with deities for actors and witnesses, which the Bard has 
reduced into numbers as enduring as his own name. Fit vantage 
ground was Seio, whence the young poet might view the scene of 
his own futui-e triumphs in Poesy ; fit school whereiu to nurture 
that imagination which dared no flight it did not attain. Per- 
haps from that round point of rock tufted with yellow verdure, 
just opposite our vessel, "he beheld the Iliad and the Odyssey, 
rise to the swelling of the yoiceful sea." There, might have 
been kindled the first spark of that genius which outlives the 
triumphs of all Conquerors. 

Thanks to thee, Old Shore ! Thou who wert the parent of 
art, and gave that Homer to time, which time has given to our 
modem world ! These isles while they furnished rocks and hills, 
bays and mountains, as the haunts of his muse j yon rocky shore 
which we have left behind us, while it furnished the cloud-capped 
Olympus towering upward amid fraternal mounts, for his heroes 
and gods, also cherished his minstrelsy. Athens received his 
Epos ; her philosophers criticised it, in unity and part ; her 
orators quoted it ; her Olympic games echoed its song ; her drama 
was moulded by it \ her sculptors formed its images and her 
architects enshrined them in Parthenons and Theseums. Eome 
gave to him apotheosis, before which power bowed in wonder, 
love and awe. Alexandria hid his works in hieroglyphs, but at 
last redeemed the ancient fame of Egypt by transmitting them 
to ua in their present fonn. What would painting have been 
without the Venus and Diana; sculpture without the Apollo 
and Jove ; or art without the Iliad? Legislation, too, while it 
cherished his works, found in them the spirit of its best enact- 
ments. The literature of the world owes to them its Virgil, 
Dante, Ariosto, Tasso, Milton, Wieland, Klopstoek, ita Henriade 
and Auraucana ! 

We are apt to look upon Homer, only as a singer, whose 
songs have no practical bearing upon the world. To the philo- 
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sophical liistorian, they baye deeper signifioanoe. True, tlieir 
first effect was the intvoductioii of other songa, and, in time, a 
superior literature in &reeoe. But this literature- proved the 
salvation of even Christendom. If the classics were the hulwarka 
around the city of GSod, laid by the antients through their own 
history, is not Homer the strongest tower of defence upon that 
bulwark ? The study of Platonism and of the ethics of the rival 
sohool of Aristotle, burned in the cloisters of the dark ages, 
when even Christian truth was almost gone out. The destruc- 
tion of Byzantium scattered the (iiecian literature. The key 
to the New Testament thus found its way into Florence under 
the Medici, and into Wittenberg under the elector, until Protest- 
antism had her lion-hearted Luther, Catholicism her sarcastic 
Erasmus, and the world its mild Melaucthon and fervent Fenelon. 
England had her Duns Scotus, whose scholastic learning was es- 
haustless, and who gathered around him thirty thousand students 
at Oxford, where he taught them the logic of Aristotle, with a 
power which drew forth the encomium, " had the genius of Aris- 
totle been unknown, that of Scotus could have supplied his place." 
And it was the ethics of Aristotle, thus taiight, which brightened 
the mind of "Wyckliffe, and gave to England her first translation 
of the Bible, and the reformation. To this Bible and this refor- 
mation America owes her present proud position. Thej unlocked 
the prisons of power. They unloosed the disfranchised people. 
The individual was rescued from the congealed hierarchy. The 
liberties of speech ; body; property and conscience were enunci- 
ated ; and to Homer in tlie last analysis belongs a great part of 
the glory I Ah I if the shade of Homer could see (we trust his 
shade is better off than the original corpus) this steamer of ours, 
with its poetry of motion, parting the waves more fleetly than 
his most arrowy pinnace, and working more fearfully powerful 
than hia most potent engine against the Trojan wall ; if lie could 
see this phase of a new civilization, his visions of Olympus and 
dreams of Divinities, would vanish before the solid workmanship 
of his own brother man. 
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What aTails this pondering 1 Onward we moTe ; the French 
flag ■waYes in the wind ; the blaet guns, lite sleeping lions, lie 
about the deck ; the huge pipe emits its clouds of smoke ; the 
illuminated compass directs the silent helmsmen ; the place of 
Hoiiier'a biith is mute and silent under the shadow of night ; a 
email " echo further west" than even the hlest isles, rememhers 
the hlind old hard in his fugitive peiieillhigs ; and we — dart 
away to new scenes and other shores. 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



4[)t lEflit Ef :Jfin|nmEtnniM. 



WE liave seen tte Orient, if not Jerusalem, Smyrna, wtere 
one of the seven cturoies was located, and the point whence 
fruit is exported and where the camels bring the resources of 
Syria to market, was seen aud enjoyed. Its flga and chihouq^ues ; 
its dirt and its dignity; its dogs and donkeys; its dreariness and 
picturesquoness, were all seen and felt in one day's stay ; and 
our vessel turned her prow toward Constantinople, where Orient- 
alism swells in complete iusuriousness under the dominion of 
the dervishes and the Sultan. We entered the Dardanelles about 
evening, having passed the isle of Mitylene, or Lesbos, (Sappho's 
birthplace), and having had a glimpse of the great mountain 
of Athos, rising out of the sea beyond tlio isle of Lemnos. The 
Dardanelles is generally as wide as the Mississippi, with a 
strong current toward the Mediterranean from the sea of Mar- 
mora. The land is fine, rolling and cultivated ; and here and 
there we meet with enterprising and beautiful villages on the 
Asiatic and European sides of the straits. Our boat stopped 
some two hours at the^eity of Dardanelles, where there are 
numerous castles, as outposts of defence to Constantinople. 
The castles are supposed to be the ancient sites of Abydos and 
Sestos. A strip of stony shore, projecting between two high 
cliffs, fuinished the European extremity of Xerxes' bridge, by 
which he crossed from Asia to the invasion of Greece. This 
part of the Dardanelles is also celebrated as the point where 
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Alexander'a army, under Parmenio, crossed from Europe to 
Asia, Here, too, the Ottoman first begaa his inroad upou 
Europe, in the fourteenth century, under Sulieman. Here 
" Leander swam the Hellespont " to visit his Hero, and Lord 
Bjron did the same in. one hour and ten minutes, and ■wrote 
poetry to herald the feat to posterity. 

Before leaving the Dardanelles, I made a singular acquaint- 
anee. It was none other than that of a Bey. He observed me 
examining a map of Constantinople, and politely undertook 
some explanations. As I eould not understand Turkish nor to 
English, we had a pleasant time of it— very, until I got a hook 
whieh contained words of both tongues, when we amused each 
other by reciprocating the pronunciation of wortls. He had a 
large number of servants, and sat on his fine mat, smoking his 
ctiboiic[ue, the ashes of which were emptied and the tobacco sup- 
lied by a servant, from time to time. The tube of the pipe con- 
descended to rest some feet from his moutk in a shining pan. 
The Turk always carries a comboloio, or rosary of heads, to 
assist conversation. What assistance these black beads, which 
travel over the henna-stained fingers of the lady and the effemi- 
nate hand of the gentleman of the Orient, render in the inter- 
change of sentiment, those may understand who feel nonplussed 
in conversation, without the aid of a watch-key in their hands 
or a cane head in their mouths. The Spanish lady resorts to a 
similar inspiration, by the unfolding of her fan and a coijuettish 
snap as she closes it. The Turk, however, converses but little. 
He prefers a passive occupation. His favorite pastime is back- 
gammon, a board of which our Bey carried along. It is. a great 
game with the luxurious idlers of the Capital, who stake large 
sums on their success. He was particularly sharp in it, as one 
of our ladies can testify, with whom he played. I have not seen 
as fine a gentleman since coming among the Turks. We gave 
iiim an iavitation to America. He said he would call on us at 
our Hotel, Would like to have tim bring a dozen or so of the 
Mrs. Boys along. 
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We found, on approaching Constantinople, many active busi- 
ness places, and wc were surprised to Bee fumacea with tall 
chimneys, smoking in earnest. Tkeae elements of progress were 
soon left beliind, towevei-. Forts and walla begin to indicate 
that we were passing out of the sea of Marmora into the Eos- 
phorus. Wo ran between the city of Scutari, in Asia, and Con- 
stantinople, on the European aide, and turned around the point 
into the river called the Golden Horn, which divides the city 
proper from. Para — the place for the Eranks, Ambassadors, and 
Hotels. Our first view of this magnificent panorama was a dis- 
appointment. We had hoard and read much of the view of this 
famous city, with its towers and domes, beaming and golden. A 
fog hid the city at first. Before we rounded the point, dis- 
appointment began to bo dissipated with the mist. The expand- 
ing splendors opened. The minarets pointed upward, the 
cupolas swelled brightly amidst rising eminences of buildings 
stretching along the hill slopes, and unfolding brilliant involu- 
tions, as we rounded the point where the Seraglio rose, like a 
dream, out of the clear waters, and where Saint Sophia, the 
graceful Queen of a thousand beauteous mosques, gathered her 
cluster of minarets and domes. I have seen the vision, since, 
and know it to be real. Enchantment held her fairy wand be- 
fore my eye at the first glance, and in tlie joyful amazement, I 
could not observe, only wonder — fearful that the dream would 
be dissolved, like magic views. 

The green foliage of the cypress, interspersed as it always is 
in the Moslem cities, adds to the charm. The mirror of the 
Bosphorus, ranged around with the unique palaces of the 
pashas, and the marble, yet aivy seraglio, together with royal 
abodes of gorgeousness, reflects three large and distinct cities, 
each enormous, and each divided by its own silver waters sleep- 
ing at its feet. One half of the magic ring is set within the 
hills of Asia, and the other half within those of Europe. Far 
beyond Scutari is spread the long range of Olyropua, glistening 
under the ivarm sun, with snow, and hanging like pure clouds 
of white in the deep sky. 
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A finer harbor oonld not be conceived. Tho Bospborus flows 
between two promontories, separating the Stamboul from Para, 
Galata, and Topbane. The largest man-of-war can here float ; 
while arownd, oyer a space which can accommodate 1,200 sail of 
the line, eighty thousand little boats, called caiques, and resem- 
bling the canoe somewhat in its sharp point and feathery levity, 
dart with graceful facility. These are the hackney coaches and 
cabs which play over the silver limpid streets of this wondrous 
city of cities. These boats are called by the natives kerlongist, 
or swallow-boats, and are formed of the thin plants of beech 
wood. They are always dry and neat, and carved within and 
without. It is dainty work to ride in them, as they are as liable 
as a canoe to upset. Cushions upon the bottom, in Eastern 
style, ia the mode. It is a delicious, cool ride, after threading 
the mazes of the dirty streets of the city, as we have had abun- 
dant cause to remember. You may fancy what these cities are, 
in one grand view ; which reijuires 80,000 boats around the 
quays. 

It would be unjust to expect a description of this city. Our 
stay in it must be limited to a few days ; and these will be filled 
with laborious sight-seeing. I must leave much to your imagin- 
ation, and use the s ggestive style No place can hive more 
attractions just now f th t 11 tb th h Ifw yp t 
between two extreme f It S ty th t 

tion state. The oldpjl fthMln g wy 

slowly before the pr g t th H wh M h m t 

holds imperious sway dwh thS g Ilka 

Sardanapalus in the t g g pi d j n h 

wives by the hundre lb wb tl nt 1 t M im 
prays five times daily d h 1 1 b Em with m t! 

Puritan rigidity — heie tbeie is a Lavea working which is des 
tined to leaven the whole lump of that strange mixture of heaven 
and earth, goodness and badness, which emanates from the Koran 
and fills all Moslemdom. 

No city has bad wilder vicissitudes of fortune than this ; and 
10 
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withstood ttem all. The sieges it has undergone triumpHaiitiy 
immber twenty-four ! It has been taken sis times I Alcihiadea, 
Severus, Constantine, Daadolo, Paleologos and Mahomet II., 
severally succeeded in entering its harbors and gates. These 
clear waters and swelling hills ; those lofty heights of snow, and 
yon " golden horn" of plenty — have they not looked alike, more 
tolerant than its several tenants, upon the Grecian Commander 
and the Roman. Emperor ; the Persian Chosroes and Arabian 
Califs ; Venetian Doges and French Counts ; Bulgarian Krales 
and Avarian Chakars, Sclavonian Despots, and last and longest, 
Ottoman Sultans. And when BonapM-te's prophecy shall find 
fulfilment, and Europe shall become Cossack, may not Saint 
Sophia again rejoice in its old Greek worship, and that glittering 
Seraglio, witli its golden towers, echo the iron tread of the 
Czar I 

But this is a little too fast. Europe must play " teeter -tomter" 
over the balance of power for many a year yet, until some new 
Napoleon shall arise to upset all balances, or the people, the true 
Napoleons of the Empire, can assert their popular sovereignties, 
and bring government to its proper sphere, as the protector of 
the mass, and not the pamperer of the pride of a few. 

The romance of Constantinople dies 3a soon as you begin to 
thread its dirty, splashy, bad paved, narrow, doggy, donkeyfied, 
oarriageless, np-and-down streete. There is not a back alley in 
New York, which is not better than the best street here ; and 
the comparison is an insult to the city. In going along, you 
cannot look at any thing, for fear of having your head cracked 
against the burden of some donkey, or the load of some broad- 
shouldered carrier ; or for fear of treading upon one of the many 
thousand brindle dogs, who act the part of scavengers by day, 
and play that of howling dervishes by night, ' If dodging these 
:!od the innumeroua criers with heads full of dainties and fruits ; 
if missing the red-capped and brown-robed Jew ; the long curly 
black-hatted Persian; the wily Armenian, and the turbaned 
Turk ; if you are not run over by that mounted Pasba, attended 
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by tia slave on foot ; if you do not run over thoae clumsy look- 
ing -women in yellow boots and blue mantles, with head envel- 
oped (save eyes) in white crape — being both black and ■^hite, — 
Turkish ladies and their Nubian slaves ; if perchance you avoid 
that solitary gold-figured vehicle drawn by one horse, and called 
a carriage, which comes thundering along, attracting as muoh 
attention as a menagerie in High-street, Columbus ; if unaplashed 
and with sane mind, amidst the heathenish howls and cries, and 
with sane body, amidst the opposing currents of the barbarous 
thoroughfares, you reach your hotel, you may draw a breath as 
long and free as mine at the end of this longitudinous sentence. 

Onr time, while tere, has been occupied in driving about the 
city and environs in the carriage of our kind vice-consul, Mr. 
Dainese, an Italian by birth, and a noble-hearted liberal. Mr. 
Marsh is absent. Every possible attention, however, that we 
could require has been shown ua. We were furnished by him 
with a firman and government officer, wherewith to visit the 
mosc[ues, and in company with Jews, French and English, started 
out boldly. It was a little doubtful whether we could obtain 
admission or not, as it is now what is called Bamaaan time with 
the Mahometans. This is a sacred time, which lasts for thirty 
days, during which all good Musaulmen are not allowed to eat, 
drink, smoke or snuff all day. They sleep mostly dui ing the day, 
and at night begin the work of smokmg and feasting The 
mosques are filled day and night. It is Lent, and wretchedly 
do they look who keep it. It is a little doubtful whether it is 
kept strictly. Were it kept, you would see more miserable 
sights i\poii the Boaphonia, where the pooi Moslems row all day, 
earning their bread by the sweat of their biow At night the 
coffee-houses arc crowded with Turks, who wait not to eat, be- 
fore they take the chibouque, and puff away clouds of incense to 
the prophet. 

Well, as 1 said, we started for the mosques. But first we 
were taken across the stream to the famous Seraglio, There 
we had to draw boots, or put on sacred sheep-skin slippers over 
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them. A ridiculous plight we figured, slipping along the marble 
floors, wending our way through apartment after apartment, under 
roofs of fretted gold and many-shaped glass. Fountains, with 
golden fishes gliding in their basins, cooled the rooms. Elegant 
tracery and ornaments ; ottomans of rarest richness ; places for 
coffee, for smoking, for repose ; a view of the Bosphorus and of 
Terdurons gardens full of fragrance and flowers — everywhere told 
us of the dreamy Orient, and that here was the very select home 
of indolence, ease, luxury and — Eunuchs ! We went into the 
harem ; but the birds had flown across into Asia, where they 
were caged in one of the other (he has dozens) palaces of the 
Sultan. The wicker was there still ; and the long galleiy was 
hung with landscapes of every scene and clime— a gift to the 
harem by Eeschid Pasha. — Here the Sultanas took their airings 
and peeped out into the free world. Poor prisoners in golden 
chains ! Flowers bloom at your very windows, but ye cannot 
pluck them. Heaven arches how lovingly above you ; but ye 
are the thoughtless slaves of the grossest sensuality, cribbed and 
cabined in these walls — no longer children of nature as God 
made ye ! 

Finally we came into splendid flower and fruit gardens — 
tastefully arhored and arched with the green architecture, in 
multiform beauty, on every side. The walls were tapestried and 
festooned with flowers and running shrubs. The Turks, more 
kind than the Italians, freely permitted us to carry away bouquets. 
We learned that the associations connected with the Seraglio, 
have not rendered it a favorite resort of tlie present Sultan ; for 
it was here in the time of his father, that the Janizaries oam- 
mitted their acts of cruelty, which the lofty walla of the Seraglio 
were not strong enough to cheek. But no such associations dis- 
turbed onr enjoyment. The fragrance of the mind will ever 
arise as each impression of these scenes of oriental and regal 
enchantment is renewed by memory. 

After visiting the armory, we went to the Mosqne of St, 
Sophia — the most splendid fabric (except St. Peter's) in the 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



TEE JIMAST or MABOMETAJSISM. 221 

world. While we stood ia expectancy of admission, with, our 
slippers in hand, we were astonished at the appearance of a Nu- 
bian slave, with a wbip or cane, and possessed with a devil, a 
siiade or so blacker than himself. He was in an agony of inspi- 
ration — seat by the priests to driye the infidels away, and well 
he performed the office— the black rascal ! As our guide trans- 
lated it freely to me, he told the firmau and the prime minister's 
officer, that it waa Ramazan ; that he should go to li — 1; that 
he hrougtt the Giaours here (meaning us well-behaved Chris- 
tians), and if he did not leave, some terrible imprecation would 
fall on his head. He accompanied his words with blows from 
the cane over the firman's shoulders, who bowed and scraped, 
fiaying his " salaam effendi" (thanks, gentleman !) ; and not daring 
to di-op the Nubian, for fear of the priests, five hundred of whom 
would have rushed out to help their slave. Quite a mob of 
Moslems had collected. We left rather incontinently. To- 
morrow, early, we try it again, I trust with better success. 

It is our national birthday. Although we are now at the 
extremest poiut of our journey, and nearly 7,500 miles from onr 
beloved land, yet the memory of its glad patriotism, bursting 
from millions of hearts in unison with our own, brings us closely 
home again. I will not devote my chapter to any raptures or 
gratulations over my native land. These would, however, come 
deeper and fuller from the heart of the ^ilgrim^ than from the 
honie-oitizen. Oiir uation has so much to thank God for, that 
none but a traveller can feelingly and fully raise the orison. 

We kept the 4th of July, by looking at the Sultan. We 
rowed across the Eosphorus, and were rejoiced to find ourselves 
in time to see him returning out of the mosc^ne. He is obliged 
to show himself to the people every Friday, and always at fires, 
if the alarm does not oease within a certain time. To-day he 
was mounted on a splendid white charger, caparisoned in gold, 
and rode very languidly, yet not without the grace which betrays 
the Saracenic origin, between hia files of soldiers and subjecte. 
We were permitted by the officers to stand even before some 
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pastas, as we were travellers ; and saw him very well. His ap- 
pearance is prepossessing. He has an unBhorn face, rather pale, 
with mild, dark, and very small eyes. A sort of indolent dreami- 
ness played about his lips and in his eye; indicating his character 
which is that of a mild, kind-he'uted prmee cjroleso of politics 
and given up to pleasure. He devotes only some three hours 
a day to the affairs of his emjire, and the rest of hia time to 
tis religious devotions, to the supei^'i^ion of his palaces, which 
in modern European style are rising jn the tanks of the Bospho 
ma, to the society of his brotkei, m ther and son and no doubt 
a considerable time to the gallantiies and attentions menrabent 
upon him as the head of a harem of four bundled ladies, into 
which no male is ever allowed to intrude, except the eunuchs, 
who number about seventy. 

The Sultan is-well beloved by the people whose inteiests 
his government has favored. His manneis aie s'tid to be nnas 
suming and plain, aad his disposition trank and ainiible He 
is not too good natured, however, to discriminate for he always 
selects men of skill and science foi the icwardi -mA hjnoi'i of 
the kingdom. His age is twenty nine A long life of useful 
ness may yet be his. His health was foimcily piccarious and 
even now he appears effeminate and we'tk He reminded me of 
the portraits 1 saw of Charles the Second of England, The dis- 
tinguished part which. Turkey has taken lately in the politics of 
Europe, has been owing to the ability and foresight of E.cschid 
Paaha, the Prime Minister. 

An Englishman remarked at our table, that "he always took 
off his hat to crowned heads, and that he must do it when the 
Snitan appeared." Oh I Spooneydom and Flnnkeydom ! — as 
Oarlyle would say — are ye not dead yet? Did ye not die, poor 
wooden heads ! when England turned off her vagabond Stuarts 
to spout to the winds their divino jure ? No. I saw your em- 
bodiment to-day doff his beaver to the " crowned head f and 
poor duoderbrain ! he thought it. was right loyal and good of 
him. I took off my poor straw hat, too ; but it was on conipnl- 
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Like Pickwick at the training, I was between two files of 
s with fixed bayonets, and received admonition which I 
heeded, nntil I happened to think it was tbe 4th of Jniy ! and 
then I covered my republican pate, instanter. 

It was quite antique and interesting to see the Sultan's train, 
led by a eunuch, whose lips would weigh less than ton pounds, 
(including teeth) and jetty dark, with a splendid robe and golden 
sword. Bringing np the rear came tho petitioners, with their 
petitions in hand, following the Suitan to tbe palace, there to 
deliver them. It reminded me of what I had read of Oriental- 
ism, in its regal phases. It was one of those ancient customs, 
which the progressive spirit of the time has not eradicated. 
Tbe changes wbiob have been wrought in the Ottoman Empire 
and in the East generally, since Napoleon directed the genius of 
bis Power hitherward, have been momentous. His enterprise 
was of little practical utility at the time ; but it opened the 
richest portions of the earth to tbe eyes of the French, Bussian, 
and English ; and by their respective cupidity tbe Turkish 
power has been rendered less liable to aggression from either, 
and more formidable to all. Beside, steam has carried com- 
merce to its primeval marts where Tyre and Sidon onoe 
flourished, and over these sacred spots where rove the Arab 
hordes. The reactionary influence of the west of Europe upon 
tbe East, rendered imperative by the possessions of England in 
India, of Russia in Circassia, and France in northern Africa, and 
by which tbe Oriental nations will be constantly aroused to im- 
provement, is already evident in the augmentation of trade at 
Alexandria, Smyrna, in tbe Bospborus, and in the Red Sea, and 
in tbe constant communication of travellers with tbe inhabitants 
of these most interesting countries. May we not hope that the 
new elemente of our age, entering into the social organizations of 
the East, shall give again to this land that conspicuous greatness 
which God allotted to it when our world was yoiing \ 
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PAINTKES have been known to confess that in copy: 
of Itembi-a,ndt's portraits, whose peculiarity is 
of the face silTered over with delicate lights, handreds of the 
moat esijuisite lineameEts were taten off, aud still the likeness 
was not caught. The microscope was applied ; and lo I another 
and yet another "gloomy light much like a shade" appeared, 
which being transferred to the copy, the expression came at once. 
So I think it is, in men's observation upon manners and things 
in travelling. We cannot reproduce the original as it gleams 
npon the eye. Hundreds of minute features raay be transcribed, 
but the original still lies in its chiara obscura like a Rembrandt, 
until you apply a woman's microscopic eye to the object, when 
the lineaments eome forth, and the espre^ion is happily trans- 
ferred. Men lack that cvrcumstantialness which women posaessj 
and by which the latter picture with fidelity, if they do not color 
as highly. In our visit to the Bast, I have relied upon a lady- 
companion to apply the microscope, while my pen has been en- 
gaged in roving around from hill to hill and fi'om sea to sea, from 
isle to isle and from shore to shore. The particularity of the 
description of the Seraglio, as well as of the visit to the Sweet 
"Waters, will form a complement to my poor chapter, and complete 
its unity. Need I apologize for departing from the ordinary 
routine of book-making, by inserting the impressions of another ? 
Will not the ladies at least give their ses a hearing 1 It is rare 
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that a Buckeye daughter rambles amidst the eamel- crowded 
streets of the mosque-adorned cities of the East ; and her pen- 
cillings in fe,miliar style ; — well — well, they must speak for them- 
selves, whieh they do, as follows ; 

Could I convey to the reader on paper a conversatioa which 
occurred this morning, it might somewhat aecount for this ven- 
turous chapter. I may, at least, confess thus much, that it is 
somewhat " on compulsion, Hal." My pages may, or may not, 
contain that which is novel ; if not, they at least will ho a novel- 
ty, journeying so far to greet you. Can it ho possible that such 
a distance lies between us and our homes? We have seen so 
much, and yet have hastened hither with suoh incredible speed, 
that Time and Space have alike been annihilated. 

The reader has, I think, been advised of our wanderings, so 
long as we were within the precincts of the European world. 
Shall it be my pleasure, now, to chat awhile of the Orient ? We 
found the first touches of Orientalism in Creece— hut it did 
not strike ws so peculiarly as it Las since, in cities farther east. 
Greece we visited for its ruins, and were amply repaid in the 
view from the Acropolis alone, with its surrounding Eorum and 
Mars Hill, the temples and battle -scenes, and the whole spirit of 
the scenery which beams with delicacy, refinement and taste. I 
cannot leave Greece, however, without remembering the parting 
meal which we took with our kind friend Mr, Buel, the Baptist 
Missionary. After the fatigues of the day at Athens, we re- 
turned to his house at the Pireus, which, as well as the repast, 
impressed us so kindly and peculiarly, that I would fain remem- 
ber them both in expression and thought; both were soGrrecian, 
and yet so home-like. The house is a fine two-story one, with 
an entrance into a vestibule — a stairway on either side, leading 
to a common landing, half way up, which ends in a stairway turn- 
ing to the centre of the room above. Folding doors open into 
a room large and airy, with walls and ceiling fitted up after the 
manner of those at Pompeii. A double window opens out upon 
a balcony ; from which we viewed a charming sunset, all golden 
10* 
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anc! radiaot in beauty over the bay of Salamis, as well as the 
form of a lion couohaat, cut out of the mountain against the dis- 
tant sky. A bedroom opened on one side and a studio on the 
other ; both having doors to the stairway. The three rooms 
oonseciiiently possessed a front view of one of the finest water 
scenes we have seen, always excepting Naples ; — and that scene 
rendered donbly and thrillingly attractive, as the place where 
Themistocles triumphed and Greece was saved. 

Mr. Buel had been distributing the ten commandments du- 
ring a festival of the Greek church, and was thus the innocent 
cause of a mob at Corfu ; and though he was under the pro- 
tection of the aiithorities, yet the influence of the priests was so 
great that he was obliged to leave the island at short notice for 
Malta j from thence he came to Smyrna, and then to the Pi- 
reus ; where he has been for the last six yearsi subjected to 
much annoyance and vexation in various lawsuits connected with 
his mode of teaching and proclaiming Christianity in Greece. 
He is now firmly and snccessfully established in his post. 

At dark, the servant called us to tea, where I had the honor 
of presiding, as Mrs. B. had been for some time, and was still 
absent in Anieriea, upon a visit. It was a charming, neat little 
table, and I shall remember it particularly, being desirous of 
emulating its simple elegance when we shaU. go to housekeep- 
ing. It pleased another. Tea, toast, bread and butter ; a 
white acidified cream-dish, flavored and slightly resembling our 
Dutch cheese ; the expressed quintessence of the heart of roses 
{a kind of eastern sweets,) and delicious sponge-cake ; — What 
could have been more daintily delectable? Keats, in his " Eve 
of St, Agnes," hints at a similar regalia of viands. We enjoyed 
it finely as I fully demonstrated by my long delay thereat. But 
tea is past, — and we retire to the drawing-room, where in pleas- 
ant converse we hold the approaching night hours as in a spell, 
until it is time to be aboard. Mr. Buel escorted us thither. 
It was a pleasant sea-row ; for the lightning's vivid flash 
lighted up sky ai\d water with a strange glow ; and the circling 
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brilliants of lights that shone on the Pireus made earth lival 
heaven in its stellar splendor. But there was no rain with the 
lightning flash. Indeed, that would have been too much of a 
luxury. We have scarcely felt a ahower since we left home, 
save the one of the arching prisms, beneath which we glided out 
of that dai'k and cavernous tunnel and into the gay city of 



We reached our sliip — rather an unpleasant change from so 
home-like a visit (how heartily tired I had become of the boat), 
although the officers greeted us with the kindly courtesy bo 
peculiar to the French. How provoking not to know more fully 
their language. One half of the pleasure is thus lost through 
want of knowledge, — that is, the travelling part, for, when sta- 
tionary, we can occupy ouraelvea sufficiently in sight-seeing. 

The monotony of the voyage, however, was somewhat broken 
by the numerous isles, — some vine-clad and olive-colored, but 
mostly rocky and bleak, which are known as the Archipelago, 
and celebrated as the birthplaces and homes of the most gifted 
minds of ancient Greece. We awoke on the morning of the 
30th of June in the harbor of Smyrna, Asia Minor. This is 
the point from which travellers start to see the seven churches 
of Asia, of which that at Smyrna is one. It lies along a slope 
of the hill-side. On the right baud is a large grove of cypress, 
pointing out the Moslem Cemetery. The roofs are brown, — 
from amidst which ascend the tall minarets and round domes of 
the mosques. The large castle sweeps, from the high hill above, 
the circular view. Deep shadows checker with warm sunlight 
the coast far around. From the green bay which curls all over 
with white-oaps, tiie city lifts itself up, a dreamy, picturesque 
vision of trnly Asiatic sceneiy ! What a quaint old Orientalism 
it is! 

We were early on shore, and went directly to a hotel ; but, 
bow unfortunate ! they refused to give us breakfast until nine 
o'clock. This was not to be endured for a moment ; and, as the 
ladies declared their williflgnesa to resort to a cafe, we shook 
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the dust off of our feet in a truly oriental atjle, and left with 
marked indignation ! We bad, by some queer tui'n of luolc, been 
thrown into the way of an odd speeimeii for a guide, — a tall, 
gaunt Jew, bad-featured and bearded. His soiled garments and 
coarse brown Abrabamic tunic, gave bim. any thing but the ap- 
pearance of a desirable cicerone to the ignorant and respectable 
stranger. 

But a fine eafe soon brought ns relief, in its large and airy 
proportions, its delightful water-view, and, what came more 
especially home to us, its substantial edibles. Chibonques and 
Hobble-gobbles (Turkish pipes) were plenteous. The bubbling 
water, curling smoke, and the indolent air of the smokers, indi- 
cated the luxurious East. As there was little to be seen here 
but the bazaars, it was only desirable to wkile away the time 
before the ship's departure ; so bidding Abraham onward, we 
followed in close Indian file The streets are quite narrow ^nd 
we could not do otherw 1 g th pp t m f 

people to be met, and th 1 fil f m 1 m 1 d k y 

and horses, all to look t f W th 1 d t t d 11 y 
turned corners innume 11 d h lly t d p. tl B 
zaai-s. These are the m t ft! Th y 1 w t d 

houses with projecting fthgth t If 

a completely shaded ai h Tl 1 ttl i 
some ten feet square Th f h 
can desire, from the r h t P Ik d 1 th f g Id t 

the veriest trifle or toy f E j ty 

We stopped to purch f B d b f w 

finished, we had collect d q t m tl y group around us , d 
what was worse, it did not leave us. Two of the group we had 
noticed at the boat ; but all of them tarried whero we tarried, 
and by skilful manceuvring contrived to reach each spot which we 
reached at the same time. Their aim was to forestall us in our 
purchases, adding twenty per oent. to the prices, or make the 
piastres out of tia. Poor %— — I it did not agree with his ideas 
at all — tliis numerous train — and he wielded his Vesiiyius club 
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With a fctill fiercer demonstration As foi P lie seemed 

quite at cas and consulored it an addinj^ tr ir importance, 
thi^ tiulj or enta,! trim They might be taken f i the train of 
Bome Gi mdee or Nabob I 

As foi Abraham we tortured him mces antly ■with orders to 
Bend them back , and he, poor felliw, seeing owi bu«i icioaa were 
already arouaed, did his best, but in vain. One moment coming 
out upon a square, one old fellow would be seen quietly quaffing 
a draught from the fountain, no doubt out of breath with run- 
ning round the comer,- — another would pop out here, another 
there, and so on, — as if wc possessed the ring of Aladdin upon 
which, these genii waited. The Vesuvius olub was no cause of 
fear. But it was becoming almost unendurable. " Good-bye," 
says S to one, "we can dispense with your farther com- 
pany." " Oh ! oh! never mind, I'm walking for pastime," was 
the provoking answer, as he swung his beads carelessly over his 
arm, and with most perverse air dogged on after us. Finally, 

oh ! crowning thought, S bethinks him of the Janizary, 

and intimates that he will call one. Whereupon they quickly 
cried out, " Oh yes, we go, we go, give us four piastres." " No, 
you rascals, not one j" and away they vanished, as if Aladdin 
had lost his ring. 

We passed a mosque, and on tiptoe look a peep within. It 
was quite plain and had a high gallery bounded by an iron rail- 
ing. The gallery was to be occupied by the ladies The ceil- 
ing was covered with innumerable suspended chains, to which 
were attached (they do say) any quantity of c^tiich eggs and 
horse-tails, as well a» lamps. We only saw the litter A far- 
ther glimpse within, at the open door showed us a floor covered 
with matting, nothing more. We weie not permitted to enter 
unless the shoes were taken off which was juite too much trou- 
ble. We saw the Turks perform their ablutions at the fountain 
in front. The fountain looked quaint enough sunouoded by 
the stooping figures, with red turbma eich with iiis hands un- 
der the little water-spouts. When tl i^ c r mony s over, they 
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We pasBeif on to the Caravansary bridge, Bupposiag it to be 
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some grand sight, as oiar anxious Abraham seemed to thini we 
must certainly see it. We fouad merely a stone bridge over a 
small yellow stream ; hut the cafes that lined the shore were a 
charming retreat for the weary or pleasure-seeking of the oity, 
Jewish children huddled about us, to stave. We gave them 
some delicacies, whereat they were much pleased, kissing their 
little hands in token of thankfulness. Women negligent in at- 
tire, with hair dishevelled, were to be met with, unveiled. But 
these were Jewish. We sat beneath the shade of some noble 
old sycamores. These trees furnish grateful shade to the sun- 
oppressed pilgrims of the East. They seem placed here by 
Providence for this very benefloent end. The tall cypresses 
opposite kept their guardian watch over the white-turbaned 
tombs beneath. The cemetery was full — literally /w^i of grave 
stones. Those for married men are capped with a turban cut in 
the white marble. A virgin's tomb bore a simple rose branch. I 
never saw the cypress attain to such a height, or so numerous as 
in these oemeteries ; but soon I learned that, at the death of a 
dear friend or relative, it was formerly the custom to plant a 
cypress at the head of the grave ; but which custom of late has 
fallen into disuse. Our guide proposed to ascend Castle Hill, 
but we declined, from fatigue, satisfied with the pleasant place 
we had already found. 

These grounds are the nightly resort of all Smyrna. The 
ladies never make their appearance until after dinner at seven 
or eight o'clock (our evening), and then they are always dressed 
riohly and gorgeously. They laugh, danoe, sing, eat ices, and 
return to their homes at one, two, and three in the morning. 
Thus changing night into day, they become pale and sallow, in 
fact lose all freshness of color, and become any thing but the 
beauties we have always been taught to consider them. Sun- 
days are their especial gala days. 

How indolent these Orientals are ! They si in front of 
their shops, smoke and take it easy. Their walk is very indo- 
lent. Indeed, it is said, thiit the only time ttat tliey are ever 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



252 A lADY'S VEBDIGT TTPOM THE OKIBNT. 

known to quiekcE their pace is in bearing a corpse to its grave, 
when they hurry fast enough. They believe that the agony 
oomnienccs as soon as death takes place, and this only ceases 
the moment when tho body has been consigned to its final 
homo. Singular belief! 

Now and thon an Arab would come sweeping by. The fierce 
look, tuibaued head, wild roving air, and brace of pistols, betray 
the nation. They looked like the veriest banditti. Perhaps 
they were ; for we have been told that there are many around 
Smyrna, and that they even venture into the town, through 
which they pass unmolested and untouched. Their spies are 
innumerable. They know every ship that lands, and every 
stranger that tarries. Murders and robberies are committed 
nightly, without and within the city. It is quite unsafe to ven- 
ture on any of the excursions around the country. Only a few 
days ago two young sportsmen were out, and both were captured. 
The robbers sent one back with a message to the father of the 
other, that if a hundred pounds ransom were forthcoming for 
his son, he might be restored to him. If tho next day passed 
without the ransom being received, one arm should be sent to 
Lis father ; the second day, the second arm ; and so on, quarter 
by quarter, until the money was paid. They keep advised of 
the wealth of each citizen, so aa always to fall within bouuds 
when naming the ransom. The soldiers are regular Falstaffians 
in character. Their European dress, which they are obliged to 
adopt, has quite unfitted them for anything like a display of 
courage. Sis were sent for two robbers, and came back, after a 
skirmish, without them. What bravery! What a city, and 
what protectors ! The troops number over a thousand, but 
should they leave the city in search of the robbers, they are not 
sure of those they leave behind — the population is so mixed. 

Donkeys with huge burdens, camels with huger ones, and 
man a complete beast of burden, were sights that continually 
met our eyes. Large stones were carried on the backs of 
men, who almost bent double under their weight. Will it be 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



A LADY'S VEBDIGT UPON TEE OlilEST. 238 

believed wlien I say, that our Tice Consul at Constantinople 
saw one of these carriers bear over one thousand pounds ou tis 
back over two hundred yards? 

Sinoe arriving at Constantinople, so many sights of an East- 
ern c^t have met my eye, that they have become almost too 
familiar to be depicted. Novelty always lends her aid in tran- 
soription. Constantinople presents a rich panorama, with its 
towers, domes, and minarets, as we glide up the Bosphorus into 
the noble harbor. But the beauty ali lies in the distance ; for 
when once the city is entered, the charm evanishes. The streets, 
bazaars, and throngs of strange costumes, are similar to those I 
have described at Smyrna. 

But thoj tell rae that there is one plaoe where I shall not 
meet with disappointment. The Seraglio needs no distance to 
lend it enchantment. I had read Irving's Grenada and AI- 
hambra, and pictured to myself, in imagination, the fountains 
and halls, minarets and groves, the varied and Oriental luxu- 
riousness of that Moorish palace ; and when they told me, that 
I might see in the Seraglio its resemblance, my heart bounded 
at the idea even of a partial fulfilment of that longing desire to 
see the original. 

This far-famed palace oooupies the spot of the ancient city 
of Byzantium, on the extreme eastern point of the promontory 
extending towards Asia, and forming the entrance to the Bos- 
phorus. It is triangularly shaped, and nearly three miles in 
circumference. The palace has nothing to boast of in its out- 
side appearance. The interior is a singular clustering of houses 
without order, which have been added from time to time at the 
caprice of the Sultanas. 

Our party of twenty-five, English, French, Jems and Ameri- 
cans, sought the nearest point to the waters of the Golden 
Horn, entered a caique, and crossed over to the Seraglio, Wc 
were detained for some time at the Oafe on the opposite shore, 
waiting for the firman. Then, with the officers, we entered 
upon our tour of inspection. The lower story consisted of a 
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long hall, paved with tesselated gravel stones, and of servants' 
rooms sarroimdmg and opening into it. At the far end was tKe 
stairway, upon reaching which we were obliged to glide into 
slippers. Snch a slipping time as there was too I Imagine it — 
a lady's delicate slipper encased in the size furnished for a gen 
tleman's hoot. First one stoe and then another was left be 
hind, in onr vain efforts at this novel style of walking. Our 
guide was in constant requisition, bringing up the truants, who 
were obliged to resume their places again, to undergo the same 
penance. We reached the sacred precincts above, and made 
our entrance. That was a fine noble hall into which we were 
ushered, although it had a covering of matting on the floor. It. 
at once completely initiated us into the whole mystery of Ori- 
ental luxiiriousness. 

I can but group the Seraglio, for it was one aeries of elegant 
apartments; marble basins, bagnios and gushing fountains. 
These gorgeous halls, the chaste cool baths and their attached 
rooms of reclining after bath-taking — formed a complete scene 
of deliciousness. They were somewhat similar to each other, 
with their ceilings of fretted gold— paintings of richest tracery, 
walls of landscapes, rounded and arched recesses overlooking 
the sea, windows with rich tapestry hangings, gilded clocks and 
miniature temples ornamenting the side places — divans and 
chairs of crimson figured damask, and gold cloths — and the 
coverings of white linen in which these latter were encased, giv- 
ing a summery air to the whole, — all eombioed, made the Se- 
raglio too enrapturing, entrancing, and unreal, almost to be con- 
ceived of — a place for reveries and dreams only, — the halls of 
poesy and sleep. 

The floor and walls of the baths were of white marble, and 
the light from above entered through a honey-comb of white 
ceiling. Spigots turned the water out, which fell into white 
marble shells, or bath-basins ranged in perfect neatness. We 
walked down the long airy corridors where the ladies of the 
harem promenade and exercise. One side of- the longest corri- 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



A LADY'S VERDICT UPON THE ORIENT. 335 

doi waa latticed with delicate net-work, through which the Oda- 
liscjuos could peep into gai-dens of every kiad of fruit and flower ; 
the other side heing adorned with numerous paintings and 
engravings, representing every scene in natui'e to which they 
were denied. 

The tea-room was a most delicious, cool retreat, close to the 
water's edge ; and being a story or more below the others, it 
seemed half grotto-liko. A fountain played in the centre, build- 
ing its silvery dome with flakes of purple and ruby fire, glitter- 
ing in the colors of the morning. Its basin, square and quite 
shallow, was flsed in the marble floor, in the midst of which 
Bwam shoals of golden fishes. A hundred pipes when playing^ 
send the water and spray high up to the eeiliiig. Side fountains 
there were too, in which the water first plashing up to the height 
of the head, falls over into a marble shell. This, as it fills, runs 
over into its counterpart below, and so on successively like the 
little step water-falls we saw at Pompeii. At one end stood a 
triangular-shaped pyramid of honey-comb work. This also was 
a fountain, the water of which issued from innumerable honey- 
comb orifices. It was quite unique and quaint. But the rounded 
recess on the sea side was the favorite spot where the luxurious 
Ottoman and hia Sultanas sat or reclined at their coffee-sipping. 
Was there ever so enchanting, so cool a grotto 1 The refresh- 
ing sea breeze, the balmy air of the playing fountains, — the soft 
music of their dashing, trembling, spraying waters, — the wavy 
plash of the Bosphorus without, against the walls, and the hum 
of the distant city borne across the Golden Horn, — the plying 
carques with their arrowy points, darting by in graceful rapidity, 
the noble steamer and more lofty prow of the huge man-of-war 
cutting and parting the clear sea ; in fine, the noble harbor of 
Constantinople with its busy mart, and the hills that rise in 
mellow distance above ; all this^as well the scene without as 
the scene within, — glorious Nature and luxurious Art, — ^the spell 
of delight, the dream of enchantment ; who can picture ? — not 
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we; and onlj thi'*i can /^ Ht who ui, tlieie emlmthed in its 
enjoyments 

I wish I cjuld peep in upon its oc:,Tipants at some even tide, 
when t!ie Bun through leives ind lattice checkers in shadow the 
marhle floor, tj see it content and htppintss dwell within, — to 
eee how fir such i life is fraught nith jletsurc and true content. 
They say the Sultanas are gay and happy They have every 
thing to mike them so, educited as fhej are only in their own 
Kastern customs The Circa'-aian Tieauty knows no higher desire 
or ambitirn than to become the Ncurmihal — "Light of the 
Harem, to some Moslem chief She possesses a charm for the 
senses If is enough to mike hei the chosen one. Of course 
such an one, though heauteous as one of the Houri, can know 
nothing of that ideal delight of the soul which rises superior to 
the sense, or that longing for liherty which we should have under 
similar circumstances. Dr. Johnson, iu tis Rasselas, has repre- 
sented this longing to be free, even though bound by golden 
chains ID splendid palaces. 

The gardens of the Seraglio are luxuriant in tree and shrub. 
The tall cypress waves ever green and fresh. The vine clings 
to the wall, and hides its bare face with the green tendril and 
leaf. Tender-eyed gaaelles peep out of leafy coverts, while 
arches and pyramids of green bend and rise in every vista. A 
mimic lake occupies the centre, within which there is an island, 
and rustic bridges gracefully span the reach. The walks are of 
shells (some of which we gathered), margined with flowers of 
every kind, of which the Turks are not quite so selfish as the 
Europeans. Orange bowers are pendent with golden fruitage, 
and fragrance fills the air. These proclaim a perfection in the 
garniture of Nature, not as if it were imported or exotic, but as 
if it were at home in its own charming bower. But I cannot 
particularize farther ; suffice it to say, 
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The Armory, which we nest TJsited, is one immense repository 
of arms. Multiplied stacks of long guns, short guns and pistols, 
were arranged in regular figures of squavea and pyramids. Here 
was the ancient mail-clad knightj with hia jointed armor and 
the long spear which the lancer poised mid air, before sending 
it to the heart. Here, too, was the sahre and kettle-drum. The 
room containing the keys to the different towns and cities own- 
ing the Bway of the Sultan, was quite apart. The Iceys were 
gold and silver mounted, and were neatly arranged in a case. 
The key of Jerusalem, and that of Mecca, shone conspicuously. 
These keys in the armory finely symtoliae the power of the 
Moslem, as it sweeps over the Orient, entering each city's portal, 
and controlling the wild Arabs of the desert. 

The Sultan Mahmoud's tomb was a gorgeous afi'air, and pe- 
culiar as the home of the royal dead. Here it was necessary to 
go through the same formula of exchanging shoes, although the 
floor was covered with matting. The tomb is in the centre of 
the temple, surrounded by those of two sisters and three daugh- 
ters. Each tomb is made in a sort of square pyramidical form, 
with a railing of most beautiful inlaid pearl-wood. Velvet 
cloths and elegant cashmere shawls were flung over these. Huge 
massive silver candelabras, and massive tapers of wax, stand at 
the head and foot of each, connected ty a silver ohain to the 
pillared comers. Over the taper was an estingnisher, figuring 
Death ! The book-stands of inlaid white pearl, holding the 
richly bound Koran, and glistening in the sunlight, stood open 
near each tomb, with the gold embroidered cloth thrown lightly 
over them. This pearl work gave a brilliancy to the tomb more 
than I ever imagined could be displayed even by Oriental re- 
gality. 

But our most charming visit, and the only ride we indulged 
in, was to the " Sweet waters of Europe," Our Consul's kind 
Invitation had been accepted to ride thither in his carris^e. The 
streets are horribly paved, A oordui-oy road at home would 
have been far preferable. Out of curiosity, I inquired the length 
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of time a carriage would last here ; the answer was two years. 
At the edge of the city we came upon the Sultan's favorite drive, 
whieh, consequently, ia an open road, and as finely graded as any 
in England. We passed the writing school, the Polytechnic 
Institute, and the Barraoks. The soldiers seem to have tlie 
most elegant residences, save the Sultan's palaces, and the villas, 
A long steep hill descended, led us into the valley, which is some 
two miles in length. The waters of this vale are quite sweet. 
The view is called finer than that of the sweet waters of Asia, 
on the Asiatic side. The road winds with the stream, and be- 
neath the shade of numerous groves of sycamores, with a leaf 
like our oak, and elms, with leaves, looking like our maples. 
These groves arc filled of a festal Friday, and upon every even- 
ing, when music and gayety prevail ; but now in Raniaaan, it 
was lone and deserted. No voice is heard, save that of the harsh 
oroaking frog. 

In this, delightsome vale the Sultan has one of his summer 
residences ; but we saw only the esterior. A marble Kiosk 
(summer-house) is just at the base of a dashing waterfall. The 
water plays all around it, while a bridge spans the stream below. 
The stream gradually widens, untQ it forms the Golden Hora, 
flowing through and dividing the city. As we ascended the hill, 
leaving the vale behind us, we came upon the Jews' burying 
ground, which is a sea of white stones, all plain, and lying flat or 
standing up, with not a tree or shrub to relieve the barenness of 
the spot. Our Consul remarked, that it was strange the Jews cared 
so little for the adornment of their cemeteries, and he wondered 
why it should be so. One of our party assigned as the reason, 
their strange belief, that the body did not rise where buried, hut 
walked in agony underground to the Valley of Jehoshaphat, 
where it maa judged ; hence no associations of life and beauty 
clustered around the burial spot, and hence no adornment. 
When, Oh ! shall I speak it? Tankeeiam to the last, another 
suggests, " what a capital speculation it would be to run from 
this spot, ail tmdergrowtd railroad." Truly there would be no 
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lack of passengers, judging by the infinity of atones, and the 
natural desire to finish so impleasant a journey ! 

An old Greek priest came trotting by with great gravity, bot 
as soon as he had passed us, spnrved his horse into a wild gallop. 
How funny it looked — a priest playing mad John G-ilpin over 
the grave-yard of the Jew, his fall black robe and flying veil 
dancing at right angles before the wind. 

As we neared the eity, the sunlight played upon the wii)- 
dows in flames of living fire^no wonder when the houses are 
almost all windows. 

How out of place a Cemetery would appear to us, aa a resort 
for pleasure and promenade,— a place for eating, drinking, smok- 
ing, and musical petformaaoes. But so it is here, where Fatal- 
ism buries her dead without a tear, and the mourner, bowing to 
the blow, strokes his beard aud ejaculates, " God is great ;" 
" God is great ;" and retires stoically to his ordinary pm-suits. 
Chairs and tombstones furnish the seats, and the cypress tree 
the canopy, for these evening and midnight carousals, which are 
even more frequent during the Ramazan. We reached the Ho- 
tel at nine o'clock, two hours after the customary dinner time 
here. 

Passing by our delightful sail over the Bosphorus, past villas 
and palaces^our lucky sight of Mahomet Ali, the Pasha of 
Egypt — of the prophet of Mecca with his strange, solemn coun- 
tenance, and more than all, of the Sultan himself — a gorgeous 
Oriental pageantry ; passing by the rich and ever-variant scenes 
of the streets, the busy bazaars and prayerful mosques, — I may 
not forget to mention one most especial peculiarity of this city, 
and that is its — dogs. They lie at every turn in mosque and 
market, in door and out, in the path of man and beast, and only 
answer to the tapping boot, trampling donkey, or nudging cane, 
by a squeak or growl. They are incorrigible, never moving for 
man or beast. They belong to no one ; but each has his partic- 
ular home-quarter, where he lives — a pauper on the public who 
hold him sacred. 
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But I think we have almost exKaustod the city. As we pasa 
oiit of the G-olden Horn into tte Bosphorus, we make our Sa- 
laam to the Orient. Farewell, old city ! with your spires and 
domes glittering in the setting sun ! It will be long ere we see 
thee again, for the pathway hither is over troahlous seae, troub- 
lous for a man even, how much more troublous for one of the 
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WOULD tliat I kad the magic bow of the Sojtbian Abaria 
to give it a twang, aad ttat I could ride on the arrow with 
telegraphic velocity to our weatera clime, there to see what 
chances and changes have occurred since wc left. We have not 
heard from home for two months, I suppose that Ohio has a 
new constitution adopted by this time. Constitutions — how 
different they are here from those in the States. Even Turltey 
has a constitution, adopted in 1840, by which certain rights are 
guarantied to all — Armenian and Jew, Christian as well as Turk. 
But like the other constitutions of Europe, it is just so much 
parchment, to be " dispensed" with by the government, just when 
it pleases. The popular spirit must constitute the last anal- 
ysis of the State — the elemental organic law. .In the fii'e of the 
popular heart, lies the warm and the only healthy glow of the 
body politic. If this be extinguished or smothered, constitutions 
are but paper nothings. Now the constitution of Turkey was 
a voluntary renunciation of absolute power by the Sultan, for 
the purpose of reform and the happiness of all. It waa called 
the Satti Sherif of Gtd/eenah, or imperial charter. It was 
named after a kiosk called Gulkenah, the Runnymede of the 
Turkish Magna Charta, where, in presence of the principal Pashas 
and the diplomatic corps, Reschid Pasha read the constitution, 
Ifc was drawn up by Ecschid, who is the Grand Vizier. It miti- 
gates many of the old punishments of the Turk, and thus oon- 
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forma to the humane spirit of the Sultan, ■who has never been 
known to sanction an act of truelty It estahlisheB boards nncE 
oonneila in the capital and principal towns, whose ordinances 
are, however, subject to the supei vision of the Porte. It gives 
the privilege to the Aimenian, Jew, and Christian, to sue and 
give testimony, and receive ei{ual justice m the courts. But the 
Turkish kadis ami muftis interpret justice and receive testi- 
mony just as they did before the constitution ; judging all things 
by tlie Koran, and regarding alt hut Mussulmans as dogs and 
Giaours. The constitution is, in thiiS respect, a complete dead 
letter. The blacke t N b an la who believes in Mahomet 
can give testimony, but the m t espectable Christian is not 
heard. The Uleraats of the law a e permitted to plead and in- 
terpret the law as they pi wb h they do on paper, not orally ; 
subject to the old c nf fe n y f b ing pounded to death in a 
mortar if they displ ase th nment. 

The Salique law is in full force in Turkey. Neither sons 
nor daughters under a certain age are raised to tlie throne, nor 
can a daughter transmit to a male offspring any claims to the 
succession. The brothers of the Sultan first succeed according 
to their age. The only brother of the present Sultan is kept 
close in the palace, and is seldom permitted to be seen. One of 
the tombs we saw was that of a Sultan, His brothers,, murdered 
by him, to the number of nineteen, slumbered around him, — The 
object of their death was to avoid the law, so as to transmit the 
crown lineally to the Sultan's son. When the brothers fail, the 
son succeeds ; hence the anxiety of Sultans about their brothers. 
The present Sultan, Abd-uI-Mejid has a son about ten years of 
age, of whom he is very fond, and to whom he is giving a fine 
education. He will succeed to the throne if the brother should 
happen to die. 

The wives of the Sultan at present number thirteen. This 
does not include the harem, but only the Kadines, who alone 
have the privilege of producing an heir to the throne. They are 
chosen from the Odalisques, or females of the imperial harem. 
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There is no marriage eereinony performed, and the Sultan may 
divorce the marriage when he pleases. When the Sultan dies, 
the Kadines go into solitary retirement, still supported by the 
State. Tliey never marry. The mother of the Sultan is more 
fortunate ; she lives in a splendid palace, and ie treated like the 
Queen Dowager of England. "We saw the palace of the mother 
of the present Sultan at the head of the harbor — a splendid pile I 
She derives a large revenue from fcome of the isles of the empire. 

The inheritance of property is regulated by laws dissimilar 
from that which regulates the succession to the throne. There 
are two kinds of property— /ree and mortgage The first is 
transmitted to the <;hildren, male and female, share and share 
alike. The mortgage property becomes absolute io the mosque 
(til which alone mortgage is permitted) upon the death of the 
mortgagor If a person wishes to borrow five thousand piastres, 
he goes to his mosq^ue, and during life pays a small interest of 
about one-half per cent. , the condition of defeasance being, that 
the property, which must be worth double the amount loaned, 
shall become absolute in the mosque on the death of the bor- 
rower. The mosques do not accumulate, but immediately sell 
and reloan. In the time of the plague, the mosques make money 
in round numbers. This financial ecclesiastical feature will 
count for the number and the influence of the mosques in Con- 
stantinople, No wonder so many minarets glitter in the 
and so many domes swell under the cloudless sky of the east, 
amidst the mean, dirty, wooden houses that line the filthy streets. 
No wonder the eity gleams so grandly in the distance^ and 
poses so tranquilly beanteous,/rar off! 

The influence of the Moslem priests is paramount to all law. 
Tliere is no connection between the Church and State, for they 
are one. The religion of the people is the State. The Koran 
is tlie real Constitution, Every rule of private and public don- 
duet is drawn from its page. Greater devotion to a religion could 
not be had. Prayer with the Turks is universal ; and they do 
not seek the intervention of priests to commune with Allah, It 
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ia as common at night as in the liay, at the feast aa in Kamazan, 
in the field as in the chamber, in the mns(i[ue as in the cemetery. 
Last eve, at the fifth hour, the Moslems upon the steamer which 
18 now hearing us westward, all howed to the East, and simul- 
taneously repeated their prayers, and performed their motions. 
At nightfall, the audihle song went up from the deeli, where 
cross-legged they sat ; after which they enjoyed the pipe and 
their food, after the total abstinence of the day. The season of 
Bamazan is kept alike at every place. 

We have two Pashas aboard, with whom I have been con- 
versing in my usual manner by signs and a dictionary. Pleas- 
ant, dignified, and oommuaioative, dressed in their ermine cloaks 
and red caps, and perfect gentlemen in all respects, except 
Christianity, they assume no airs, even over their own servants. 
Their salutation is tenderly symbolic of good will. They kiss 
the hand, touch the heart and forehead, and make a slight obeis- 
ance. They seem thus to unite the respect of the mind with 
the warmth of their hearts. They have the reputation of being 
honest, hospitable and truthful ; and that is more than is said of 
the Q-reek and Armenian Christians, who iive among them, and 
who excuse these characteristics hy saying, " Oh I their religion 
commands these things." Beautiful Christiana ! The Turks 
drink no spirituous liquor, which aeoouuts for their moral and 
physical health, as well as for the scarcity of beggars, and the 
absence of cripples. Opium is not used generally. Tobacco ia 
as common as the turban or fez cap. A Turk without his chi- 
bouque, would be like a man without a nose. It is a part of 
himself, not to he severed. He gives it prominence above every- 
thing, except the Koran — above the feast, the bath, and the tur- 
ban. 

I think that the slavery of Turkey is not properly understood 
in America. I have taken some pains to learn about these so- 
cial customs, and must acknowledge my obligation to our vice- 
consul, Mr. Daniese,who has furnished me with the information. 
The slave markets of Constantinople have drawn forth a great 
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deal of sympathy, fi'om the ladies especially. Tte idea of while 
women, almost naked, being sold in the pubtio markets, has es- 
eited inneh horror. This is all Biiperfluous, To be sure, slavery 
is bad enough in its best form. But the siave of the Turk is 
not the slave of the planter, by a good deal. Here, it signifies 
a person purchased to be the adopted son or daughter of the 
owner. The market for white slaves is alone open to Turks, 
who purchase two classes of persons ; one for wives, the other for 
servants. The former are sent by the best families of Georgia 
and Circaaaia to the Commissioner, who takes , are that no insult 
of the slightest nature is offered. They are glad to go. All is 
voluntary. The females have the absolute right to refuse to be 
sold to any one whom they dislike. Ladies in America some- 
times do not have as much accorded to them. Once bought, 
they become the wife of the Mussuhnan, just aa fully as Miss 
Jones united to Mr. Smith, by Esq. Johnson, becomes Mrs, 
Smith. Tlie law fixes their dowry ; and if their husbands mia- 
use them, it gives them redress in alimony and divorce. The 
alimony allowed is their whole dowry. The property in the 
servant-slaves inheres to the wife, and not to the husband. He 
is bound to protect them through life, and provide for their 
maintenance. But when there are several wives — what then ? 
I imagine that there are very few who have more than one wife. 
Out acquaintance, the good Bey, only had one, as he said ; per- 
haps he meant only one to whom he gave his heart. When the 
wives are many, the same rule aa to dower and maintenance ob- 
tains. There is one redeeming feature in Turkish slavery, and 
that is, that the mother becomes free on the birth of a child, 
who is also free. There is no hereditary slavery. 

The male slaves have every chance to rise in the world, be- 
cause they rise with their masters. Merit and mind rise above 
the institution. The son-in-law of the late Sultan, Salil Pasha, 
was onco the slave of Khrosref Pasha, himself once a Georgian 
slave. The mother of the present Sultan — a fine portly lady, 
living in luxury in her palace, was once a Circassian slave, sold 
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for a, price to Mahmoud TI., the father of the 'present Emporor 
aud is now the honored source of much of the power of the Sub' 
lime Porte. It is the religion which softens the harshness of 
the institatioa, and makes it a shadow. A day in Constantinople 
will convince the most unohaerving that the Moslem faith recog- 
nizes no invidious distinction between the faithful. Indeed, tlie 
finest-looking man I saw was a dark but lofty-browed man, who, 
perhaps, was once a slave, but is now a chief prophet or priest 
of all Mahometanism. He presides at Mecca. I saw him un- 
der these circumstances. After leaving the gorgeous and splen- 
did tomb of Mahmoud, the last Sultan, and while wondering at 
the pei-petual freshness of grief which seemed to hover about the 
dead, caused by the rich shawls and mother-of-pearl work, as 
well as by the beautifal mosque around and over the tomb, and 
while admiring that appropriate symbol of the great was candles, 
covered by the extinguisher, at the head of the tomb, we were 
disturbed and staitled by the cries and bustle of the street. The 
soldiers were drawn up — the band played — the citizens rushed 
to see, and the word was — ^" The Sultan, hi he cometh over the 
Golden Horn!" 

We waited in the shadow of a shop, and soon the officers and 
Pashas rode along on their fine steeds, which were led by slaves 
on foot ; next carae an awe-inspiring man, dressed in a long 
sweeping green robe exijuisitely wrought, and upon his broad 
and high brow he wore the finest turban of white, embound in 
red. He looked grave in his long and solemn face. He seemed 
a man of sorrow, and tis face was thin and indented with grief. 
Aget alnd k eye looked out from beneath his heavy intel- 
lectual f head If Mahomet resembled this, his successor, I 
wo Id no 1 nge wonder at the spell of Islamism by which he 
thrall 1 the Ea t You forget his gorgeous apparel and his 
darl c ntenan e in the great mind which speaks from the 
fac He t up n his fine Arab horse, a picture to " witch 
the woild, not as Hotspur did " in wondrous horsemanship," 
but by the priestly sanctity and intellectual composure of his 
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appearance. If Carlyle could see liim, he would perform a 
genuflesion of hero-worship in his praise, as he has abeadj in 
praise of his predecessor. 

His mien and gra^e forcihlj remmd me of that wonderful 
race, who comhining in their characters, as in their language, 
the Tartar, Persian and Arabic elements, ruled the deserts, 
spread over the East, conquered the isles of the Mediterranean, 
and under the dominion of Sultan and Caliph, began new dynas- 
ties ia the world. Religious fervor and strong arms, — what is 
able to resist their power ? what ;— save the stronger arm of 
&od? 

Following him, was a riderless barb, dressed in cloth of gold. 
No Sultan to-day. The crowds laugh at the disappointment, 
hut I was well satisfied with seeing the prophet of Mecca. His 
portrait ia daguerreotyped in my mind. 

The Armenians form an important part of the population in 
Turkey. Forty thousand alone are to be found in Smyrna, and 
eighty thousand in Constantinople. They have become, by dint 
of enterprise and shrewdness, the brokers and bankers of the 
realm. They are the second estate. The Custom House and 
the taxes have been sold to them by the government for a num- 
ber of years. The former was sold for fifty thousand pounds 
sterling. This m a novel way of raising funds. What is com- 
mendable about the matter is, that no extortion is resorted to. 
We found no unpleasant searching at the custom house. 

These Armenians — where came they from? what are they? 
I was led to make the same iaquiry; for in passing through the 
bazaars, my curiosity was excited by the singular black-eyed 
race who sat upon the couches and mats, ministering so dexter- 
ously to the buyers, pictures of lazy activity and patient enter- 
prise 1 They excel the Jews in trading ; and in singularity of 
custom and adhesiveness to their religion they resemble thcra. 
They are more easily distinguished from their turbaned neigh- 
bors than from the Jews, Perhaps they are one of the lost 
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The country of Armenia was situated in Asia, south of 
Georgia, somewhere In the Ticliiity of the garden of Eden, In 
the seventeenth century, it was laid waste hy Shah Ahhas, and 
its people distrihuted over the Turkish Empire and its adjacent 
countries, to the number of two millions. Many of them are in 
Hungary and Poland. Their religion is a sort of Christianity, 
with smoke enough about its altar to determine that some of the 
true fire is present. Eutychuswas the founder of their peculiar 
creed, which was condemned as heresy in the fifth century. 
Their creed is not unlike that of the Greek church, but like near 
relations when they do differ, they hate each other cordially. 
Fifteen thousand acknowledge the Pope of Eome. The others 
are under the spiritual supei-visiou of three patriarchs in Asia. 
Their monasteries, fasts, and superstitions resemble the Greek 
more than the Komaa church. Their language is as hard to 
understand as the mysteries of the Cabala or the Rosicrucians. 
Pew of themselves understand or speak it. They have a kind 
of EnoiCker, made up of French and Italian, which they use. 
You may perceive their cemetery, by the absence of the cypress, 
which is allowed to none but Moslems, Their tree is the tere- 
binth or turpentine tree. Their idea of the future state of the 
soul is peculiar. They hold that it passes to a place of conscioua- 
DCSS, where it is, however, quiescent, joyless and painless. 
Prayers are offered to deliver it from this purgatory of indiffer- 
ence. They would not have this deathless soul impaired in its 
immortal nature, but restored to its full and active energy. 

How orderly those Mussulmans on deck perform their devo- 
tions. The cry of the leadei just called me away to seo the 
ceremony. While he sang, the others were discussing, as I 
judged by their gestures and laughing, the intricate question, 
"what direction is Mecca." Their shoes are all off. Their 
beards are washed. Their sleeves are rolled up. The leader 
has a white handkerchief over his head. The others all have on 
the red fez cap. They commence mumbling. The leader says 
something — they bend ; something else— they bend lower with 
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BO, procuring uur firman, we took an earlier start— while the 
Moslems, under the effects of the night's revel after Ramazan 
fast, should be asleep— Our firmaa cautiously brought us 
around to an eutianeele&s public. AcrosB-ejed Turk in priestly 
stole and endless turban opened the door We put on our slip- 
pers, and winding u]i and around a long, dark gallery, found 
ourselves in the lofty hall of the great Mahomet. In every 
thing elso but its size, we were disappointed, and with St. 
Peter's in our mind, even that lost its potency. The lofty col- 
umns of every species of granite, marhle and porphyry, support 
a large gallery ; while the dome is in the form of an ellipse. 
The circular dome is within this, and swells fearfully high and 
sublime. But where is the rich mosaic fresco of Genoa and 
Rome ? Where are the forms of marble majesty and the hreath- 
ing beauty of the canvass ? Where is the soul of art and the 
genius of Italy ? The eye swims restlessly about in unpeopled 
ether, with no graceful angel or bearded saint to buoy it upward 
into the celestial realm. Four large, bird looking, black colored, 
sis winged, headless mosaic nondescripts, said to be angels, 
bespread their pinions at either corner of the dome. 

It is said that the Persians seldom paint forms, fearful lest 
they will bo required in the day of judgment to find souls for 
their creations, which it is very difficult to do. The artist will, 
11* 
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on this principle, be conclemned eternally for these creations 
These outr6 representations are intended for seraphim, who 
were companions of Mahomet — G-abriel, Michael, Raphael, and 
Israel, Kear them are four large circular green signs, with 
Turkish calligraphy in golden letters, nearly as long as the 
name of the writer who has there displayed his genius. The 
name is Bitchiakdschisade Mustafa Techelebi I Phoshus, what 
a Bonjiding for your trump I Nothing else strikes the beholder 
as very peculiar, unless it be a few fountains — a fine fioor cover- 
ed with ordinary matting ; an altar turned towards Mecca ; two 
flags from the pulpit, representing the triumph of Moslemism 
over Judaism and Christianity ; some priests going about at- 
tending to the lamps, which are hung all around from strings 
alternating with ostrich eggs, flowers and tinsel, and which, when 
lighted, glimmer like cressets, and reflect bearded and tailed 
lights like comets. The lamps are curved-shaped ; and when 
lit, as they are every night during this Ramazan season, seem 
like little fairy shallops floating in a sea of lustre, and among 
miniature starry islands. There is not so much gorgeousness 
as one would especl, after seeing what the Turk can display in 
the seraglio and palace. The shape of this temple is the Greek 
cross, and its dimensions are 200 feet by 275. The centre of 
the dome is 180 feet above the ground. Its vicissitudes have 
been remarkable, and its once glorious but now tarnished splen- 
dors lend a charm to it which apparently it has not. It is 1,500 
years old — was dedicated to the divine wisdom, in the time of 
Constantine. It baa been burned several times and rebuilt. 
Baalhec with its pillars of the temple of the Sun, Ephesus with 
its green columns of the temple of Diana, the temple of Pallas 
at Athens, of the Moon at Heliopolis, of Apollo at Kelos, of 
Cybele at Cyzicns, of Isis and Osiris from Egypt, as well as the 
green,blue,black,whiteandparti-ooloredmarbles of the world, are 
here represented in the 107 columns which support this splendid 
structure ! This would amply repay us for the visit, were there 
no other points of interest. Tradition and history represent Saint 
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Soptia as hiving had angels frr ar:,!iitecta and is the most le 
markable temple of ancient Chiistendom In it Ohrysostom 
spoke with hit lips ot gold Up tt the time when Mihomet 
with his Oimans redo Tictoiiouslj into the city, and evon into 
this temple and diimouating leaped upon the altar estlainimg, 
There is no God but God, and Mahomet is his pri^het ' — up 
to the time when Sf phw held her hloody caniival m theaa great 
walls, and while learning had heie her ehoBen throne, this tem 
pie shone resplendent m Mosaii, ind gold purple and marhlea. 
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behef IS, that the Ottoman power is stionger now than it has 
been for half a century. The Mahometans have two or three 
miraculous objects in the church. One is a shining stone, 
said to he an onyx, which absorbs light, and when shone upon 
shines with intense glitter. Another is a sweating column, that 
emits a dampness, which is a panacea superior to Brandreth or 
the Life Bitters. 

But most, Sophia mill be remembered as the first home of 
the Christian ; for the poet has truly sung that in 

" Sophia's fiu'-^med dome, 
There first the faith m trinmph waB led home, 
Lite Bome high bride, with hotmer end bright Hgn, 
And melody and flowei'a." 

We saw places where the cross had been removed, and where 
images had been defaced. The crescent shone superior, however; 
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and from what we liave observed in Constantinople generallj-, 
there is no preseat prospect of a wane of this symbol. The 
Suitaii is building new palaces, the priests have their old powers, 
the Eaiti seeuis as ftrm, and the heart of the city throbs as 
warmly as ever. If these be indices of all Islamiem, the CroBS 
is not making much headway toward that Millennial point which 
we are assured it must attain even in these strong holds of the 
prophet. 

The population of Constantinople is over 600,000 souls; and 
how many are in the surrounding cities I do not know. It is 
OTirious to see the unusual phases this population presents, not the 
least curious among which is that of a class called scribes, who 
sit cross-legged at their stands, and write letters and petitions 
for the people. The time is reckoned as at Itome, from sun- 
down. The graveyards are the public promenades, where joy 
meets joy in gratulation. The muffled faces of the women, the 
odd costume of the men, tlie sacredness of the public dogs, the 
howling and dancing of the dervishes — a singular piece of mad- 
capery — the easy air, grace, dignity and gorgeous apparel of the 
Pashas and Beys contrasted with the heavy-loaded, half bent and 
head-shaved carriers, are to be met with at every comer. But 
above all, is the unutterably grand panorama of the cities which 
form the margin of the Bosphorus, inclosed in walla which 
gleam as they wind over the distant hills — belted in from the 
waves of Marmora by a deep blue band, and the harbor inter- 
spersed with the heavy steamers and men-of-war, and light 
canoes by the thousand — and all this flooded by a sunlight, in 
which the orange and the acanthus bloom as no exotics, and the 
cypress points upward in rivalry of the gilded minarets and 
gleaming crescents, and where the transparent water repeats the 
enchanting scene, and waving, . breaks it into myriad forms of 
glancing splendor. "We left these soenea at sunset, and as we 
moved out of the harbor amidst schools of sportive porpoises and 
flocks of gulls (called condemned souls), soon bade the lovely 
scenes at distance farewell. " The sun of life will set" ere we 
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forget thy luxurious people and gorgeous palaces, oh, Byzau- 
tium ! Already to the memory thou riaest lite a viaioa of the 
night or a reverie of the evening, wKich paiuter never illus- 
trated, and which Poetry alone has inwoven in 

" Dreams of manj-colored ligbtj 
Of golden towel's and phaiitoois feir." 



Ho.t.d, Google 



(Dtiwttnl ITttiurii ut Classic 3slts. 

Along Mores'e liilk, the setting suq, 

Kot as In Noitheru climes, gbscnrely btlgtt, 

But one uiiDloiided blaza of liiliig light" 



AFTEB, leaving the Dardanelles, we stopped again at Smyrna, 
where I took a Turkish bath, the seventh heaven of Orien- 
talism. It is gi-ateful enough for the traveller whose lungs hav 
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Beauty loves to lingei-, and where orusadiEg heroism roamed 
whilomo ; but after all, the apex of sensuoua delight , tlio ulti- 
mate gratification of all the sensea at once, lies in a Turkish 
hath. It laps the world of sense in a new Elysium, 

The process ConsistB simply of hath-rooms of heated air, in 
which, after becoming an embodied ooainess through perspiration, 
your attendant gently washes you in warm water, rubbing through 
many courHes, including soaping and hair-glove prooesses ( as 
many as a French table d'hete), all the old Adam of clay out of 
you, leaving the original porcelain ; when swathed in warm linen^ 
turbaned and chibouqued, yoa are put away amidst pillowey otto- 
mans to " sleep — perchance to dream ;" and in that dream to be 
transported, in wavy motion, to new climes of softer skies and 
lovelier tintings, of mellower music and balmier fragrance. But 
— I wish I had leisure to tell you my dream as I sat all envelop- 
ed amidst a company of easy Greeks and luxurious Turks, in 
the hatha of Smyrna, Two hours long it lasted. An Ameri- 
can never experiences at home such an indifferentism to all snb- 
lunary things. He never loses his earnest oonsoiousness of what 
he is — where he. is — what he is bom for. But this is a pecu- 
liarity of Orientalism, Such an abominable waste of time would 
never do in America, One's clients would go off in a huffy, and 
business would disappear completely. But one should not come 
to Turkey, unless he does as the Turks do, in some respects. 

I never knew what it meant to " eat like a Turk," before I 
saw these Islam people in llamazan time, when after fasting all 
day, at the sound of the sundown gun, they turn in with pipe 
and knife, and cat and smoke " till daylight does appear," when 
the gun calls a halt. If we Christiana were one-tenth as ob- 
servant of our religion as these benighted Mussulmans, one could 
reasonably speak of the Millennium. Mahometanism is an un- 
ceasing prayer. The very atmosphere of the Bast seems fitted 
for this most holy, solemn, and devout exorcise. If Moslemiam 
be untrue (and why should I write it conditionally) ? what a 
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condenmation awaits ttis Kasteru world ; uot for its ^ms^bitt 
for its devotion t 

But I have bid farewell to the Turks. The last oue left us 
at Smyrna. Our deck jabbers with Greeks yet ; who talk con- 
tinually, ever moving their beads, rapidly or slowly according 
to the ardor of tteir heart and the interest of their theme. The 
presence of a Pranciscau so frequently seen in Italy betokens our 
westward course. The Austrian steamer, the best boat we have 
yet had, dashes on as I write. Already she has passed the gulf 
of Navarino ; and Zante just begins to look like a thin gauzy 
web in the distance. We shall run between that isle and the 
main land, when look out for Mount Olympus ! By Jove ! I 
will be oa deck then, and if this visual orb cannot discern the 
gods upon its snowy top, I will resurrect the shade of Old Ho- 
mer, and people imagination with the " powers imperial." 

And now (enrapturing thought !) we sail the same watery 
way he sailed. His gods drank nectar upon that cloudy height. 
His Ulysses sought his home along these very shores, and we 
shall harbor in the same inlets which his crafty sagacity select- 
ed. Ithaca will meet our eye to-day, the most Homeric spot 
existing except Troy, and Leucadia's pale cliffs will shine t* the 
eye as ever it has shone ill classic light 

Our English captains ha k lly t 1 t b k 
fast ashore with them inth b ktm wtCf 
where we shall regret to part w th th m C f th t 

Corcyra, where Athenian grt mt gnlhk All 

around us throngs, without sy t n d th p t f th 

past. Eotzarris sleeps where h f 11 j th m I nd 
Missolonghi, where, too. Byre h hg 1 Itkh 
rest," after his feverish, unl ppy y t g If 

What a land for the poet to d A 1 nd wh h t 

in the lofty vault was a Deity wh h t h d t 1 

each river its Naiad, each fou t t Nymih hw dy p 
its Dryad, and every scene it d g 1 A 1 d wh 

no superstitious fear prevailed, such as the dark forests of the 
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Noitli engendered j but where the rapture of Hopeiht up the soul 
until it saw in the treinhling of the orana;e tiee ■ind the beauty 
of its bloom, in the spray of the oascale an3 the pri'^m whteh 
arched it, a liviag presence of grace? A lanci wheie harmony 
of thought and energy of action were equally lUustiated m the 
stirring representations of the drama, gliding from the masked 
actor with all the music of measured ihythm and a tuneful 
tongue ; equally illustrated by the faithful eye and bedient 
hand of the artist, as his spirit caught a precision m delmeation 
which vanished imperceptibly into proportmn until theie li\ed 
upon the rival canvas of Protogenes anl ipellc" the charm 
ing creations of the ideal. A land vfheie s lenee and trith, 
even, yielded to the spirit of beauty; wheie star^ and suns 
were compelled to move in harmony with 1 prconeeived theorv 
in the unbroken circle, and not in the unl ■wmonious ellipse 
where the perfection of the standard would not allow the idea 
of beauty to be analyzed ; although in its inilysi'! the mind 
like Newton, should separate its beam, cl ar white stii ght and 
dazzling, into the seven hues of the rainbow. Was it not a land 
for a poet to die in ? Was it not a land whoroin Byron, with 
his irrepressible poetic sensibility, should breathe his last wild 
note for the liberty of his adopted country ? 

We' passed the ancient Arcadia within the hour. Although 
its eoast has not so much of the beetling, craggy aspect as other 
parts of tho Morea, yet in vain I looked for the green sward 
or vista of leafage, with Pan playing his lute upon the gnarled 
roots of the woodland, No pastoral repose softly swelled to 
the rising hill. The bleakness and harshness of the shore, 
spoke of the people who now indolently and sinfully draw out 
an ignoble existence, where once rural life joyed in her favor- 
ite haunt. 

Yet we trust Greece has flung out the " banner with the 
strange device, Excelhiob.." Twenty years ago, Athena had 
not a house. Now it numbers 20,000 people. Missions and 
schools, colleges and archaeological societies, are exhnming the 
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p Th of the intelligent Greeks for their an- 

e. In their schools are found little 
1) g h b Q he names of Leonidas, Aspafiia, De- 

h d M 

Th M n pp t five laillioiis of people ; yet there is 

00 000 w h b rders, and among theae not a farmer 

B $ Th g iment is poor, and it is as mean as 

p Gr h w rich in its iaheritaooe of greatness 

d p It lacks the moral stamina which 

p weal, and which would send hack to 

B h mp b Otho and his truckling parasites, 

a fl of Russia, which even ia this sunny 

m d h popular aspiration. 

TV w h d at Zante. As a sample of the Ionian 

, w h m ce. A rocky line, perpendicular and 

rough, forms the coast. A little art has been expended in 
making the harbor. On these heights are white houses irregu- 
larly distributed, which form a town. As our steamer rounds to, 
eager and crowded boats rusli out of their coverts. Their steamers 
never land. They drop anchor, and the ezit and entry are per- 
formed by little boats manned by jabbering Greeks. The scene 
which takes place at the gangway when these boats appri^aoh, is 
indescribable. Never did Hnbbub hold a more Babel-reveiry. 
The Greeks crawl up by ebaias and ropes, and though kicked off, 
manage to fall into a boat and again mount up. The water swarma 
with them to-day. An unusual number of Zauteotes, say 150, 
are going up to Corfu to attend a festival. These fetes number 
about 160 per annum, excluding Sunday, which is the biggest 
joUifieation of all. The Roman church has a goodly number of 
sacred days ; but the Greek church overtops it. Why so many ? 
Where can they find time ? Bless you I Do you inquire after 
seeing these strutting dandies on deck, and those ladies dressed 
out and shivering with vanity like a pea-fowl on a chimney-top ? 
They look and swell as if they were severally Presidents and 
Queens of theae isles. But their fortune is on their back. Nice 
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patent-leather boots, fur-lined coats and jewelry, adorn the men, 
and embroidered silk and satin, with enormous flounces, apparel 
the women ; but if you go into their houses, you see nothing — 
absolutely nothing. They live on gayety and olives. They dance 
all the time escept in olive season, when a few have been seen to 
clig the ground. 

Now as I write we leave the isle, and the olive trees, ever 
green, embowering each mound and hill-slope, tell of the only 
riches {except the currant, which grows spontaneously) these 
idlers possess. The Olive requires little cultivation, and less 
soil. It grows almost upon the bare rocks, interweaving its roots 
like ivy ; the trees thus supporting each other. There is no 
water, no manure, to assist them. They grow on the principle 
that Sam Weller's horse went on ; he was too poor to pull, but 
once start the cart, and the shafts would ieep him up and going 
while the impulse continued. 

The Zanteotes, I said, were a pattern of the present Crreeks, 
not alone in their gayety, but in their mendacity and cunning. 
They play the rascal as a matter of course ; and have no respeet 
for a man who does not. They live on little, are never in want, 
and keep their fetes more to gratify their love of ease than any 
religious sentiment. What is singular too, is, that they have 
not changed, these islanders, since Homer's time. The Pagan 
has given way to the OhriBtian( ?) worship. That is all. Their 
moral character and pursuits, or rather lack of character and 
pursuits, are the same. The only pursuit they follow with per- 
severance is the dance, and it is the same miserable dance which 
frolicked under the oHve shade when Ulysses came back and 
gave the natives a grand fandango. Their music is an old reed 
or pipe, precisely the same used by Pan, and a kind of a monot- 
onous " tum ! turn ! turn !" made on a goat-skin spread over a 
wooden bowl, A slow drawling dance follows a slow drawling 
piping aud thrumming \ yet more than half the year these idlers 
thus pass the time, "Well, the currant will gi'Ow and the olive 
will ripen, and the Zanteotes will enjoy life merrily behind their 
cliffs and peats. 
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I learn fiom one of oui Englisli captains that lie was Com- 
mandant of Ithaca, whose twin peak? lie off to the right, just as 
thej did when (Grecian =!ong was young and Penelope watched 
(a pattern ot a good wife, eBpeciilly in her knitting !) for the 
coming of her loid He mforma me that there are many monu- 
ments there, Ulysses' castle and Arethusa's fountain, for in- 
stance, which bespeak it? piimitive greatness. Cephalonia we 
now approach The only distinguishing point in that isle is, 
that the inhabitants do not allow their ladies ever to be seen. 
Our boat at last luns betweeu Cephalonia or Samos ("Dash 
down that cup of Samian wine," — Byron) and Ithaca. A curious 
phenomenon is seen, upon the former. The water of the sea 
flows into the land in currents or rivulets, which descend and 
are lost in the bowels of the earth. Grist-mills have been erected 
on them. Thej pay, too. Ithaea has the form of the figure 8, 
and is in the middle about a half mile wide. It is just as it was 
in Ulysses' time, devoid of any level lawn. Captain Lowry 
informs me that there is not one hundred sijuare feet of level 
Well might the Chief Ulysses refuse the present of horses offered 
him by the Persian monarch, for neither mead nor plain can 
supply the horse with food or indulge his speed. 

The sun had gone down when we entered the straits between 
these two isles. The dark mountains hung over in deep shadow, 
which the moon relieved by silvering their tops and revealing 
the old ruins of the Castle of Ulysses, as well as the sight of the 
11 ty wh m th tw nty-four suitors of Penelope. Only 

1 ttl wh t h gl m out of the shadows below. Above 
th f n pl g populous with human bonea. The 

1 w t li n w th phosphorescent sparkle and mildei 
a 1 ght w d t t nto the open sea, with our prow 

twdCf Th tsf Albania glide low and dim in the 

far-off East. The heavy breakers begin to tell upon my sensi- 
bilities, and I retire to wake up in the harbor of Corfu. 

The Ionian islands have an organiaation which externally 
resembles somewhat our own federation. The states arc, to 
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be sure, under British influence and protection. Ionia was 
ceded to England bj the treaty of Paris in 1815, and was 
thus reaeued from the domination of Russia. The internal 
organination is regulated by a Parliament, consisting of a High 
Goramissioner, a Senate, and a Legislative Assembly. The 
'Commissioner, like our President, has a veto and is the execu- 
tive, having under his control the police and foreign relations. 
He is represented by a President in each island, wlio stands in 
the relation of oar Goyemors to our States. The Senate is 
elective. The four larger isles, Corfa, Zante, Cephalonia and 
St. Maura, send one member each. The lower Louse is elective, 
and consists of forty members, and meets every second year. 
These isles of the Adriatic are prospering under this form of 
government. The care of Great Britain is tutelage to their 
inexperience. The Gi'ecia mendax is as common here as in 
other parts of Attica, unfitting, by its corrupt influence, the 
people from esercising in its purity the suffrages of lionest free- 
men. Indeed, in Greece itself, where universal suffrage obtains, 
the government never fails to triumph, by means of false boxes 
for ballots and other fraudulent contrivances. Hence the Rus- 
sian party is always dominant. The Liberal party must first 
reform the morals of the mass, so that they can feel an outrage 
upon their rights, and then they may be able to vindicate them. 
Shade of Demosthenes ! If you could only fulminate over 
Greece, and awake the consciences of your degenerate country- 
men, then Hope, winged like the image of Victory on the Acro- 
polis, might visit each sacred haunt to revivify the glories of 
the past. 

At Zante, there are three forts very strong and extensive. 
Several regiments are stationed here, to which belong our two 
Captain-companions, They were of our party, when the Nubian 
slave rattanned our firman, and drove us away from the mosque 
of St. Sophia, in Constantinople. Our ignoble retreat before a 
negro was a bond of sympathy which has united us ever since. 
The retreat of the ten thousand under Senophon was nothing to 
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ours. What was worse, we could not " knock the neg^o down," 
\ritIiout danger of instant death in a Moslem mob. 

Our captains sent their pleasure-hoat for us, and escorted us 
around the forts, barracks, and esplanade, which make Corfu at 
once as formidable as it is beautifal The isles of olive snr- 
ronnding the harbor break the roughness of the sea, and give to 
the prospect a lake-appearance encircled by lofty hills. The 
coasts of Albania shut in the circle with their gateways of rock. 
The regiment of the Captains is the immortal 47tb, celebrated 
by Harry Lorrequer, and was formerly that of General Wolfe. 
Ttey stormed the heights of Abraham, and (what was better) 
were prisoners in Boston during the Eevolution. The same plate 
and other appendages of the regiment havo descended to the 
present " Mess." The Mess is a quasi incorporation, and holds 
some thousands of pounds worth of interesting relics. We shall 
never forget the cordial civility of these officers of the 47th. 
May they always be vietorions, except when Uncle Sam is their 
enemy I Their coua'tesy did not end in showing us the Lord 
High Commissioner's palace, or the splendid intrenchments and 
forts. We found on our return a basket of fruitage, which could 
not haye grown in any other isle than this, which rejoiced in the 
ancient gardens of Alcinous. Oranges large enough for cante- 
lopes, bright and golden, with the green leaves and twigs still 
■about them. Plums, purple outside, and sanguine within ; cher- 
ries black as they were glossy ; citrons losing their green in the 
silvery yellow ; apples whose scarlet would put to blush our best 
horticulture, and mellow as the plums ; apricots plump in their 
mealy lusciousuess ; figs fresh, and bursting their seams to show 
the glistening white and, red that wooed the tooth ; and by no 
means last or least, large peaches, emulating the color while 
rivalling the siae of our red-cheeked melekatoons (spell it better 
if you can !) — all these on the first of July, and after we have 
exhausted the grape season of Smyrna, I would not omit the 
almonds, pears, and melons, so common I forgot them. The na- 
tives here, the year round, live on fruits and wine ; and keep 
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good healtli the mean time. Our health is by no means so bad, 
but that the above basket will vanish before we '■ tread water" 
in tlie limpid streets of Venice. 

Before our steamer began to pant away from Corfu, our kiad 
friends sailed by, on their way to Albania, boar-shooting ; and 
stopped to say "good-bye," The last word of the gallant Cap- 
tain Lowry, an Irishmaa by the way, was ; " Mrs. C , now 

don't forget to go to Killamey !" and as his boat careered away, 
tlioro was borne on the breeze the words — " No more Mahome- 
tan niggers ( ha I ha [ ha I" 

How kindly and warmly the words of friendship and courtesy 
fall upon the ear of the pilgrim. Not more musieally sweet 
munmirs the fountain ' which shakes its loosened silver in the 
sun,' than the voice of a kindred spirit, m a far-off country be- 
yond the sea. To hear a warm-hearted Englishman quote Long- 
follow with pride, and repeat Chatham'i eloquent appeal for 
America with enthusiasm were enough to binish ' ^uint suspi- 
cion,' and bid ns hail him is our eldei brother had we no sub- 
stantial evidince if genuine hospitality If eieiy Eaglish 
captain is as neai like Su Calidore in courtesy as Captain 
Fordyce or Lowry of the 47th, the army of England is nobly 
officered. 

A line veil of gossimei begins to invest the receding isles. 
We leave them m their unclouded canopy. But our memory of 
them-^sweet is the bilm which preserves it, as a sacred relic in 
life's pilgrimage. We leave them with tearful regret, clad as of 
yore in their azure vestui'e. Thus have they ever been ; what 
Homer saw of them, they seemed to Byron ; what Anacreon bo- 
lield in them, Shelley rejoiced to see. What Creation's dawn 
beheld, this day we see — enriched by the spoils of time and 
the associations of renown. Sleep on bright isles of Greece ! 
Eternal summer gilds your sea; and ye sleep so tranquil under 

"So elomllc^, cliiftr, and purely beautiful, 
That God is to be seen in Heaveo." 
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We expected by tiis time to have been ' within thy gates, 
Jerusalem.' But we learned at Athens that no steamer 
left for Joppa until the 2gth of July. Too late that ; for the 
Syrian sun h^ already all the heat, without the pleasure of a 
Turkish bath. To have been within ten days of the city whioh 
' sits solitary'— the fulfilment of all prophecy j to have sailed 
within three days o£ the excellency and glory of the cedars of 
Lebanon ; and not to have seen them, will it not be forever a 
drawback upon our retrospect ? But suppose we had been in 
Zion, and surmounted Olivet, where David and a Greater tlian 
David went up sorrowfully ; how could we have loft Palestine 
without visiting the most beautiful of all cities — Damascus. 
Could we have had the oontinency of Mahomet and turned away 
from it as lie did, saying, ' one Paradise is all that is allotted to 
man. I will take mine in the other world 1' We fear not. But 
regrets are useless. Our face is set as a flint, no longer Ziou- 
ward. The Adriatic is ploughed by our keel. As we turn 
homeward, the heart throbs more warmly ; and when we are 
again in our native valley, we shall dwell in mueb content there, 
grateful to God if He shall permit us yet a few more years with 
our friends, and a resting spot at last amid our own Muskingum 
hills. 
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WE are in Venice. For more than a week we haye been tossing 
on tlie waters of the Mediterranean, straining in every 
plank to reach this point of the Adriatic. The isles, have passed 
like unrealities before the mind ; the East, with its many-shaped 
and colored costumes and scenery, has come and gone, leaving 
but its memory in dreamy outlioe floating in the soul. The 
unreality has not yet ceased ; for we are again in the midst of 
wonders, not the least among which is the watery street that 
plays against our door, and the grotesque and unique architec- 
ture which is overlooked by the tower of St. Mark's. 

Yesterday (Sunday) we arrived at Trieste, the only Austrian 
port of any consequence. It is remarkably clean, and hand- 
somely built, at the head of the Adriatic, The streets are finely 
paved, and the promenacles, green and enticing, lie along the 
harbor in grateful umbrage. It reminded us of New- York, ex- 
cept that each street was a Broadway in the regularity of the 
tall stone houses and solid paves. We drove about the city. 
On every side are groups and crowds of people in their Sunday 
best, laughing and listening to the musio. The cafes are all 
thronged with eaters of ices and drinkers of wine. Our ride 
extended down between the two lofty hills, within whose scoop 
the city lies. We found a splendid oafS upon the side hill, with 
walks undpr oak groves winding up to the summit, and all 
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orowded witli people listeniog to music, and partaking of refresh- 
ment. We joined tlie throng much, against our puritan princi- 
ples. Waltsing whirled around in the houses of the poorer 
people as we passed. Sunday seemed absolutely sunk in the 
general joyousness. A few Ruasiau soldiers reminded us of the 
union of Austria with her kindly ally, while numbers of the 
white-dressed soldiers of Austria spoke of the iron coercion 
which keeps down the spirit of the masses in the Lombardo- 
Venetian province of the Hapsbargs. And yet — ^why speak of 
their spirit, poor, contemptible, despot-fawning crowds; are 
they not enslaved by the very music and gayety which their 
masters have provided for them? And is it not the same sly 
expedient which now blows through brass, and beats on sheep 
skin in the piazza of St. Mark's, followed by eager thousands, 
totally absorbed in the pursuit? There are other chains than 
those of iron. Ignoble ease and oblivious gayety are worse than 
prisons of stone, and manacles of iron. They indicate a subjec- 
tion of mindj and a meanness of spirit, wholly incompatible with 
the generons impulses and noble aims of freemen. 

A heavy fort overlooks Trieste, from one of the hills — rather 
ominous. Similar forts ioere near Genoa and Komc, when the 
first of 1848 dawned. But they now lie in ruins — the expres- 
sion of aroused popular indignation. Fine villas, embowered m 
green trees, and surrounded with vines and fruits, line the slopes 
of the hills around Trieste. Our star-spangled flag floats from 
two noble ships in port — the Independence and the Mississippi. 
They look a little saucy here, after Webster's letter. I wonder 
what business they have ! They seem to say. " Just hang a spy, 
Sir Buzzard, an thou darest ; but if you do, we will blow you 

to " I beg pardon — it is Sunday. One is apt to forget 

peace principles while abroad. The guns were firing, the music 
braying, and people hallooing, at a great rate. How could ono 
think it was the Sabbath day? 

There are daily steamers to Venice, small though they bo. 
Indeed, owing to the wash of the Alpine rivers, which here 
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empty, the Adriatic is not more than twelve fathoms deep, in 
and around these, her northern shores ; hence these small boats. 
In coming into Venice, we had to sound with a long pole, as we 
wound between the piles drivea to show the channel in the 
Lagoon. The sea is completely broken for eighty miles along 
the coast, by numerous isles, as well as by the noble rampart 
erected on the Lido di Paloatriiia,'whoBe marble appearance and 
solid material unites beauty with utility, and forms a public 
monument not excelled by the Pirews, the mole of Ancona, or 
by any other similar work in the world. Venice itself is built 
upon seventy-two islos, in. which piles are driven for the houses. 
Hence, such a city can, sleep in comparative peace amidst the 
waters; though gondolas have been known to attend mass in 
St, Mark's ! The mail from Alexandria aad India is not carried 
by Venice, but by Trieste, in consequence of the shallowness of 
the waters. 

For an hour before we reached Venice, the city was an- 
nounced through its elegant cupolas and towers, rising out of 
the aea. The country around was flat, but now and then a silver 
thread of snow would glisten out of the Tyrol beyond, which 
rose under cloud-vestments, lofty and sublime, A few sail of 
colored canvas, peculiar to these shores, float by us. We pass 
around green isles, whereon are palaces. Orange groves and 
marbid steps kiss the water's edge, and gondolas—floating 
hearses — begin to appear, but not trim and graceful, as the 
caiques of the Bosphorus. Sea-weed, as Kogers describes it, 
clings to the marble palaces. How variant is the verdure of 
the trees, ranging from the deep green of the cypress to the 
pale, yellowish green of the flowering locust. The Venetian 
Gothic, so nearly resembling the Byzantine style, rears its 
swelling domes from the sea. Soon watery alleys and streets 
begin to open, and littlo spanning bridges bend darkling (ar 
down the perspective, A few more dashes of the steamer, and 
we drop anchor in front of the Ducal Palace, at the mouth of 
the Grand Canal, and in view of the twin pOlars, on one of 
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■wliich the authentic winged lion starts bact with open mouth 
and snarling teeth ; and upon the other, St, Theodore standing 
upon the crocodile, and, with an auriole around his brow, sheds 
his influence upon the magnificent temple of St. Mark, the fiue 
Piazza, and this unique " City of the Sea." We do not long 
remain gazing at the unusual spectacle. A gondola plays the 
part of an omnibus, and drives us around to a hotel. We pull 
up at a hy-door, ring a hell, and are welcomed at Doniella's. 
We found there five sovereigns — the Elector of Saxony and four 
Americans ! 

Being expeditious travellers, we immediately set about our 
work of sight-seeing. It is not easy labor by any means, and 
the beat part of the pleasiire lies ia tlie review, during the ex- 
pected hours of the winter fireside. 

We found ourselves upon the Square of St. Mark. The 
grim and gloomy prison, connected by the Bridge of Sighs with 
the Ducal Palace — a place to freeze the soul with horror, — is 
passed before we reach the lesser piazza, in front of which our 
boat landed. The Venetian tower, brother to the ungainly- 
looking sentinel which clings to the Acropolis at Athens (where 
it is eatirely out of place), springs out of the piazza some 300 or 
400 feet high. A solemn and sweet bell rings in deep bass the 
hour of five. We gaze at the strange old vioissitudinous lion, 
which has so long presided over the destiny of the Venetian, 
and which some years ago paid a visit to Paris, exciting as much 
curiosity there as veneration here. This lion is the representa- 
tive of St. Mark, the patron of the city. The king of beasts 
has been associated with that Evangelist, because the lion seen 
by Ezekiel in his mystic vision is supposed to be the prototype 
of St. Mark, 

Around the comer to the left is the great Piazza. The 
columns of the caf6, covered with hangings, and the arcade of 
jewellers opposite, with the white marble palace, built by Napo- 
leon at the west, and the Ohi\rch of St. Mark at the cast, form 
a large hollow square, wherein the joy-loving, mustering, trading, 
curious and devout citizens of Venice arc wont to enngreffate. 
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bt M\ik'4, ■itatiied and niohed, with it? foui bioiize horse'! 
and lion ill glittering with niuaiic ind gilt, ^uimounted by its 
finp eupolaa oud pretty little domes above (!iow I like those 
domelets 1), h^s a finei groand of vantage to display its ^in 
guUr stjlc of bpauty than any chuich, except &t Pctei'e that 
we have seen The fiist object after gizing above it the nio- 
siica, m ■which St Mark and his tomb play a piominent part 
IS theied IoaeDgeatone,wheieon the reconciliation between Pope 
AlisanJor III, and the Emperor Frederick B<tibiro&sa took 
place, and where the former placed his foot upon the prostrate 
head of the latter, adding contempt to the abasement by saying, 
" Than ihalt tread ti/pon the lion, and the uddei " Oh ! impo- 
tent foolery ! "Where are ye eow, Alezander and Frederick 1 
If ye are in Heaven, (?) little children are greater there than 
ye both I 

The church within is dark. Golden mosaics give. general 
tone to its appearance. Marbles of every kind, precious stones, 
among which I saw an agate six inches in diameter in the form 
of a dome, pillars from St. Sophia, which this church is said to 
resemble lo its primitive adornments, transparent alabaster and 
esc[uisite jasper, meet the eye above, around, and below. In- 
deed, we tread upon the finest mosaic paves we have yet seen. 
The oozy foundation has broken the level, aa well as many of 
the stones. While St. Mai'k's was in process of erection, each 
vessel was bound, upon every voyage, to bring home some piece 
of marble or precious stone to form a part of the structure. This 
will account for their abundant variety. To speak plainly, the 
church is made up of the results of petty larcenies in time of peace 
and under color of war. Even the body of St. Mark was stolen 
from Alexandria by some " wily Venetian," and is entombed in 
the centre of the church. The church is in the form of a Greek 
cross. There is not the freshness and brilliancy of St. Peter's 
in St. Mark's, but there is a greatness and antiquity about it 
which impresses it more solemnly on the mind. Massive doors, 
old inscriptions, bass-reliefs, fluted and spiral pillars, outre sculp- 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



270 THE OITT OF THE SEA. 

tures, together with a fine sacristy, constitute the inner adorn- 
ment, over which the reflective golden ligtt from the mosaics is 
poured in a dim, religious flood. But tho outside is the moat 
peculiar afiair in Venice, Indeed, there is nothing like it any 
where. The four horses wore brought, in the earlier eras, from 
the Hippodrome of Gonstantinople, and have played important 
parts upon numerous triumphal arches in Borne and Paris, 
Examine the entrance particularly. Prophets and Evangelists, 
allegorical figures of the months and of all trades, mystical fig- 
ures of heasts and birds, many of them reminding you of " the 
half horse, half man, and the rest snapping-turtle," crockets and 
finials filled with statues, give the effect of a Gothic cathedral, 
intermingled with which is an Oriental style ; and this combi- 
nation has given to St. Mark's its sui generis character. 

Was my reader at Cincinnati during the great rise of the 
Ohio, in the winter of 1%AS% Does he remember how the 
streets in the neighborhood of Lower Market looked in their 
watery garb ? Just so,— with a difference in the color of the 
wt ndth knl fh — 1 kdV ■ wi w ht 

its fi t mj n b tw d w d w wed 

up th g d 1 1 t! E It Tl mp f fl ded 

citj flatt d h w th d t n lilt uld ot 

be m 1 Itl I 1 mp 1 d t th d w > nd 
m 1 1 tep w w h I tly by fl w S on 

li^ht b tflk dl ith dl db Ige, 

wh h th w t g b k th dd 1 b 11 J W 1 t ed 
in f th g f T g d th by 

gondoliers, — m vam for seienadmg lovers with eyes upturned to 
the balconies, where we did see many a fair Desdemona ; in vain 
for the Tobarro of the men and the Zendale of the women, — 
those national dresses of Venice in her proud days of iiidepen- 
tdence. Austrian rule has robbed the home of Cassio and of 
honest lago of that romance which has been associated with 
Venice, in the stage representation of Othello, The gondoliers 
near the Eialto made as much noise as the kind people who 
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rapp 1 p B 1 t t t 11 h m th t h I gl t I \ ff 

w th th J I bl k m 

I d t It t f w t t 1 1 ttl t til 

Bky— mdmt gfm 11 d^Lt 

w tlj d 1 th f tl t b t p 

tt 1 t w t m g th p I f til 1 t K 

Th J, h d th 

"ns d L li 1 in 1 hi 
The dew-dnjpe blaz« beneath h«i rays , 
Hie twiiiHiog etors — Oieir ti'embling light 
Ijke Beantj'a eyss display." 

An hour upon the Piazza listening to otKer music, and en- 
joying the icea, and again we are housed for the night. 

We had hardly been housed, before our soTereign cousin of 
Saxony, dressed in stately style, with a, flaming retinue, departed 
to attend an evening party, to which we eould not go, owing to 
excessive fatigtte. Had we known, however, the rich treat which 
was afforded him, we certainly should have joined tis train. 
Large gondolas of singers were an'anged to precede him ; aa 
hundred gondolas followed, each moving to the music with muf- 
fled oar ; lights glanced around from window and balcony. Boat 
answered boat in Venetian song, and all joined the chorus. 
When they reached the Eialto, a great blue light flashed forth, 
whioh displayed the wliole scene, whilo the singers arranged 
under the swelling arch of the bridge made the welkin tremble 
with the freight of melody. 

In some respects I am disappointed in Venice. I expected, 
or rather wished, to find it the Venice of the Doges. It is not 
80 large as I expected. Wo have just returned from the sum- 
mit of the great tower in the Piazza. It affords a fine view of 
the surrounding country, but not of the city. The city must be 
seen from the canals. The churches are distinguished by their 
domes and cupolai, from which tliere rolls up music from the 
sweetest toned bells we have yet heard. The isles and the 
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royal garden near St. Mark's are the only green spots to break 
the sameness of the crookery tiles. The city seems like one 
isle out of the tower, from which the canals are unseen, connect- 
ed with the main land by the bridge of the railroad (tbree miles 
long), leading to Milan. The hills of the west range up along 
the horizon, beyond which sleeps Eetrara. Odd looking chim- 
neys, made apparently to catch rain, open their mouths in des- 
perate jawns, while under and. around them, upon the flat roofs, 
are frequently seen tables, chairs, and flowers, where resort at 
evening this air-loving people. The Adriatic is dotted with 
piles and gondolas, as well as with iales. To-day it is cloudy 
and gloomy. The breeze comes keen with driplets of rain. We 
take a glance at a few of the leaning towers of oozy Venice, and 
descend to visit the 3>ueal Palice 

The lion s mouth — sans tlie rtiovth — is at its old orifice of 
accu itioii We enter superb stair c«kses j iiasmg the spot where 
Doge Maiino Balieu was erownel anl— linged; and after 
looking until the eye achei at pntures of Venetians fighting 
Tuiks and Doges being re eived ind blessed by Popes, we find 
oursehes m the (jieat Council Chambei It is a noble hall.- 
At one end is a piiture of Piralise the largest oil painting in 
the world being 85 by 35 feet The lojm is 176 feet long and 
185 broad ind is used as a hliary How I love to enter a 
silent Bjlemn libiary filled with the embound essence of the 
past concentrated m words that live an immortality rather 
thau a life Heie in this piKce lives have been strangled 
under thi decree of the mfeinal Oounoil of Ten; here the 
best 11 od of Venice wa spdt at the Veek of the cruel Decem- 
vir ; but in these alcoves the best compensation for blood is 
treasured up for a ' life beyond life.' How calmly, now, do these 
spirits rest in their bindings of white. Not more peacefully 
rests their dust in the cei-ements of the grave. 

" Here all the rnga of contraversy ende 
Aud rival zealota rest liie boaom {liends ; 
IS here wiit CalyiniBfa nbido, 
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And tlun psu'titiona angiy chiefo divide ; 
Hei'e wily Jesuits simple Qviakei-a meet, 
And Bellanmne has rest at Lnther's feet." 

If these sectarian ooTitroTersialists sleep not here, I am sure 
Tasso has repose in the bowers of his owa muse, and Dante 
feels no pang of exile in these hospitable shelves All "around 
are the forms of the Doges looking down upon their ancient 
hall. Only one portrait is wanting. A blaelr curtain hangs 
OTor the place where Marino — the infamous — might have been. 
The Venetian style of painting is admirable in more re- 
spects than having definitiveness of outline and clearness of 
expression, without whicb, whatever connoisseurs may say, paint- 
ing is irksome to the eye, if not perplexing to the mind. Some 
persons make a merit of admiring paintings because they are 
dim and indefinite. The darker the outline, the more gloomy 
the figures — and the greater the visual effort to see what the 
artist may have designed, the more excellent, in their eye, is 
the painting. To all such, we would simply say, " look to the 
Transfiguration of Raphael — the mightiest effort of the pencil ; 
and if you can find in it any dim, dark uncertainty, clinging 
about the forms or the idea which they embody, then hang your 
galleries full of blackish landscapes and shady forms, and call 
them — beautiful." How much more admirable in this regard is 
the painting of Venice than the school of Naples I But hurry 
is the word ! The Council of Ten no longer close their myste- 
rious door. The Council of Three have lost their guard. We 
enter each. Aye ! even the deep, dark dungeons where the 
political prisoner received the rack, and the massive doors which 
lead to the Bridge of Sighs opens, arid with spectral lamp- 
light we view each den of horror, and gaze out of those bars 
where the sad prisoners looked last at the clear moonlight 
which was reflected from the Adriatic I The instruments of 
fiendish torture were in the Arsenal. We only saw its es- 

How these sights speak of the cruel past ! What a pro- 
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greas has man made even here, where Austria holds the key, 
since the golden days ■when the marriage ring was east into the 
Adriatic ! What a change could be jnarlted upon that large 
globe in the library, where America in the sixteenth century is 
drawn in doubtfnl limning beyond the sea, and upon which I 
remarked the Elorida Indians only as inhabiting the United 
States ! Navigation has improved since the era when the Ve- 
netian ran to Crete and Byzantium, or planted the golden bail 
upon her mast as the symbol of her commercial glory. 

In one respect the Venetians may boast. They have no dust 
to blind the eye of the passenger. Their streets are well war 
tm-ed. Another item is, that you bear no clatter of carriages 
or drays. No common council is troubled to deatli about pav- 
ing tJie way. But as an offset, it must be confessed that pile- 
driving is troublesome, although bathing is handy. Water for 
drinking is carried about npon the shoulders by women and 
sold. It is drawn from the wells of bronze in the Ducal Piazza, 
into which it is poured for filtration after being boated into 
the city. 

With dirt and sea-weed as her foundation, Venice has arisen 
from the sea, a city of might, and of wonderful duration in the 
course of time. For thirteen centuries, she continued indepen- 
dent and potent, unattached by the scourges of the North, who 
overran the beautiful plains of Lombardy ; and during that time 
extended her sway over great nations, from the Pirens— whose 
lions yet adorn her harbor— -to Constantinople, where her towers 
yet bespeak her oi 
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THE Austrian power ia by no means to be contemned. One 
ncod not sojourn long even in Italy to ascertain that. This 
garden spot of the world, stretching from the Apennines and the 
Po to the Alps, has been sadly divided since our ancestral 
relatives, the Long Beards or Lombards, held it ; and rejoiced 
to hold it under Queen Theolinda and the Iron Grown. A con- 
siderable portion of proud old Lombai-dj, including the Qneen 
of the Adriatic, now owns the Austrian yoke. The treaty of 
Vienna, in 1814, which fixed, teinporarily, the destiny of the 
Bonapartes (for the world is not yet done with them), also fixed 
in Austria all its former possessions, including Venice, which 
she had not before the revolutionary war. These possessions 
were erected into a distinct kingdom from that of Austria pro- 
per, and are known as the Lombardo- Venetian kingdom. There 
are two governments, Venice with 2,168,553 inhabitants, and 
Milan with some five thousand more than Venice. 

These plains of Lombardy have ever been the theatre of 
ravages and wars. Long before Marengo, Lodi, and Arcoli were 
fought by Bonaparte, these fertile plains had attracted the eye 
of the savage Teutons, as they looked down through the Alpine 
passes. The best part of Italy, described by Virgil as the 
ubei-e glebae et potens armis, — the land of the mulberry and the 
worm, the vine and the olive — the realm of beautiful lakes mir- 
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roring lofty mountains, — the instructress of Christendom during 
the middle ages, in ciyil law and luedicine, — now wears the badge 
of the Austrian, from the Northern to the Maritime Alps, 
stretching from the froutiers of Piedmont, where the Austrian 
in white uniform demanded our passports hefore we launched 
upon Maggiore, to the city of watery streets, which the reader 
has skimmed in my last chapter. 

You may rememher, that while at our hotel in Rome, one of 
the servants being a Bepubliean, received a notice from Kichard 
Roe, the government in possession, to quit the premises within 
a given time ; aod that we proposed to annex him to oor confed- 
eracy. Well he met us, as agreed, in Teuice, and by his know- 
ledge of Italian, solved for us many difficulties. He bears the 
swelling and artistic name of Pominichino Pollano, and kives 
priests as do the other Republicans. of 1848. 

The Elector of Saxony, whom we shall ever respect as the 
successor to the great and good defender of Luther, was deter- 
mined not to be left behind by us. We found him at the rail- 
road station with his Queen, in the royal train, about to puff 
homeward. He seems always to beat us. We were behind him 
at the Veuetian tower yesterday morn. We liked his homely and 
matter-of-fact air, but his aide-de-camp^ Oh ! mercy of me I 

■' He Imd so tvlolied himself with Ai-t, 
That of liiniself he was least part." 

The Queen sat in her golden chair in the car, as it whiazed 
by tlie long stretched necks of prying Venetians, who seemed to 
snuff with eagerness the air of royalty. We were soon in full 
chase over the three-mile bridge, then out of the marshy land into 
the garden of gardens. Oneithersidemulberriea, festooned with 
and joined together by vines pendant with embryo clusters 
made vistas of exceeding loveliness. The trees were linked hand 
and hand by their green tendrils and branches, and as our cars 
dashed by, they danced jubilantly and gracefully. All nature 
ine verdant texture ; the ploughed fields, off of 
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which the first crop had been taten, and which were now sowed 
for the second, of millet, lay between the linked arbors, alternat- 
ing with the yellow and green fields. Southern Italy was luxu- 
riant, but scorched and dusty ; England was rural with comfort 
and beauty ; France was clad in vineyards from the base of its 
swelling hills to their summits, but here, — het-e, is the verdur- 
ous heart of Nature, irrigated by Alpine showers and torrents, 
and throbbing with vegetable life to its minutest fibre. But 
why so many mulberries ? Ah ! do you ask, after looking into 
those halls, where ro31 a thousand reels, upon whose circuit the 
silken tomb of the worm is wound in glossy temiity under the 
property of easiness which dwells in the fingers of the Italian 
women 1 And do you boast, Ohioan, that your State in a half 
century holds nearly two millions of souls swjiported by a vigor- 
ous agriculture 1 Listen to the story of progress in this Aus- 
trian dependency, in spite of exactions and insecurity, and be 
ready to confess that the man of industry and energy is not alone 
an American nor a Republican. 

The white mulberry is a dwarfish thickly-leaved tree, and is 
the source of Lombard wealth. In thirty years, the production 
of silk from the fibre of this tree, and the spinning-worm feeding 
from it, has grown from a small value to the enormous sum of 
$50,000,000, In 1800, the Lombar do- Venetian kingdom did 
not esceed 1,800,000 lbs, of silk. In the dry and hilly parts of 
the country, the worm works to the best advantage ; but through- 
out the whole of the kingdom, there is an activity in this branch, 
which furnishes to the people every comfort and convenience. 
Especially around Padua and Verona, to which our oar is rapidly 
drawing near, is the silk culture prolific. 

We had barely time to glance at Padua, renowned as the seat 
of the University, and of the Duomo of Michael Angelo. If I 
remember aright, it was from this queenly city of Padua that 
there came the ' second Daniel' to judge the case of the merchant 
of Venice, and she did judge it right learnedly for a ' timid fe- 
male.' Vincenza, on a lofty till, all beautified in leaflness, forti- 
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fied and romantic, was soon lost to the eye, which, wandered far 
OTCr to the right, above the mountains of Tyrol, which iu their 
coverings of cloud peeped out iu a shower of rain. The hills 
toward Ferrara glistened in green, A slight breeze turned up 
the silvered willow leaves white to the view, while they rustled. 
Through the shower we looked very hard for the obelisk, a^d 
not in vain, which marks the desperate battle of ArcoSi, fought 
upon a spot between the cities of Vincenza and Verona, upon 
the banks of the Adigo. Here Napoleon gave the best evidence 
on record of personal daring ; here he was torn from his guards 
leading the forlorn hope, surrounded in the midst of the swamps, 
and protected only by the single arms of his aids, wheu the thril- 
ling cry of " Sava tlie General !" rang down the ranks of the dis- 
heartened French," and rallied them to victory I Here Lannes 
was wounded ; and here the child of destiny himself received 
some of the first intuitions of tlte great calling which eventuated 
in his becoming the head of the empire. We entered Verona 
after dark, so that I could not see Shakspeare's '■ two gentlemen." 
Neither could I imagine any place in the dusky shade so com- 
pletely romantic as the balcony of Juliet, nor observe any wall 
so provokingly high as to try the vigoroua assault of the fond 
Romeo, 

The cars stop here. Diligence is our next vehicle ; and the 
morning found it tumbling into the famous city where the Cheva- 
lier Bayard displayed so much courage and gallantry, — I mean 
Brescia. We passed Lake G-arda in the night. I have an indis- 
tinct notion of seeing a moon floating in a lucent wave, as we 
rattled along the margin of the lake, through a stony little town 
called Lugano. My consciousness was sufficiently restored to 
try a breakfast at Brescia, 

Italy is no rank garden run to seed, or unweeded. Tidy and 
trim is each grape-vine and mulberry grove. At every turn we 
see women serving the reel and handling the cocoon, digging the 
ground and pruning the vines. Old fashioned, overshot wheels 
turn the machinery, and the same torrent wliicb tarns them, 
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gives drink to the soil. The harvest was mostly in. A few 
gleaners were in the fields. The rivers along our way were all 
walled against tho Alpine floods. Men were flailing like a hand 
of Taluses, at the wheat, with women in high hats assisting the 
operation. A Yankee thrashing machine would scare these tor- 
rents to their sources. Shrines were plenty along the way, con 
taining rude pictures of the Madonna or some favorite Saint, 
hung with fl w a Hay loaded two-wheeled wagons — having 
wine casks up n the t p nd a human underneath in a hammock, 
swinging am 1 dust n 1 md asleep at the horses' heels, and 
rooks hang ng f ft as ballast helow to equalize the load 

— were drawn by fa h s tandem, and not without the ever- 
lasting bell wh h must Iwaya jingle upon the highway. No 
beggars trot after us. The ears again receive us at Treviglio. 

The arrangement at the station is even beautiful. You are 
introduced into an elegant room, awaiting your time to start. 
A bell taps ! You start. " Nay — " says Dominiohino ; " that 
is for baggage." Another tap ! " That is the first class, for 
fools and princes." Yet another I " Second class," and we find 
our door opened, and, without noise or confusion, are placed in 
our right seat. lu a twinkling we were off for Milan between 
rows of locusts, which provokingly shut out the view, while they 
gave to our ride, umbrageousnesa. 

We left Lodi and its gory honor on our south, crossed the 
Adra, and were soon knocking at the Posta gate of Milan, one 
of the most beautiful oities of the world. Our drive to the hotel 
is under a promenade, which constitutes the circumference of 
the city, and measures twelve miles ! Travellers have rarely 
described Milan as it really is, in all the splendor of its views, 
and the greatness of its extent. Standing, as it does, between 
the gorgeous palaces of nature upon the North, and the temples 
of art and luxury upon the South, and sweeping, as its tributary, 
the blossom and fragrance of Italia's garden, Milan should not 
alone be spoken of for its Duomo and its Arena, its Arch and 
its " Last Supper," by De Vinci ; but for its regal magnificence 
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and commanding prospects. Lofty houses, elegant court-yarda 
and flue paves, are not wanting to make an unbroken perspec- 
tive of grandeur in the streets. But hold 1 miracle of wonder ! 
what is that tall spire, sculptured and entablatnred, rising from 
forth the sea of stone, " how silently," in its delicate and lahy- 
rinthine magic of art I la it the phantasm of a dream, or the 
grotesque illusion of the clouds % The white statues, as you ap- 
proach, people the slender pinnacles, and stand within the marble 
niches. This unparalleled Duomo has been likened to a river 
of marble shot into the air to a height of 500 feet, and then 
suddenly petrified while falling I Surely it must have arisen 
like an exhalation " to the sound of dijlcet symphonies and voices 
sweet;" for it seems of the very air — airy in its frozen poetry. 

We did not long tarry without. We entered its dark, high 
nave, branching like monster trees of some other world ; and 
uplifted by octagon circular coluijins, so high, that they seem 
toppling to the upraised eye. The finest stained glass windows, 
perhaps, in the world, beautify the darksome aisles. The even- 
ing light slowly plays through every colored form of saint and 
prophet, flower and tracery. 

While we stand spell-bound, the janitor, who spoke bad 
English, came up and politely offered to show us the top. After 
dropping a few sous for the church at the portal, we wound up a 
spiral inclined plane, and within the magic marble mountain. 
We are soon amid the mazes above. Solid as earth, it seems a 
fairy city of towers. One hundred and fifty-five pinnacles point 
upward ; nearly 7,000 statues glance in the light, while niches 
stand waiting for 3,000 more ! Fifteen thausand difieront 
points are lifted from the roofs— for there are more roofs than 
one, as we find by ascending staircase on staircase. Below us, 
on the last roof, is the Botanic Garden! What! is Italy so 
prodigal of its verdure, that the Cathedral's top should bud and 
blow like the hanging gardens of Old Assyria? It is only the 
marble which has sought, through genius and taste, manifold 
forms in the pointed spires. Fifteen thousand buds, flowers and 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 




Ho.t.d, Google 



Ho.t.d, Google 



LOMBASDY,—TSM SAMSEir OF TBI: WORLD. ggi 

fruits, each different, bloom perennially amid the upper air, and 
that without irrigation or pruning. 

This immense pile, an imperfect idea of which may be 
gathered from the engraving, has been centuries in completing. 
Kapoleon, whose mind was ever ready to build motmmenta to 
art and himself, added an immense addition. Architects have 
discussed the minutest points of this Daomo in lines of solid 
quarto. Nearly thirty hundred millions of francs have been ex- 
pended upon it. An edifice as large aa Crrace Church, New-Yorlc, 
is upon its top aa plainly as the Pantheon is upon St. Peter's. 

The view from it, is incomparably fine. The eye may float 
over the scenery of Italy, and revel in its fairest bowers, discern 
the cities around for forty miles, and to the north see thoBO 
everlasting Alps, which look up the gateways of Europe. The 
beautiful hills of Como and Maggiore, surrounding the magic 
mirrors in which they are reflected ; the Saint Gothard ; farther 
west, the'Simplon, through whose defiles we expect to pass; the 
Monte Eosa, white and radiant, except at sunset, when it illus- 
trates its name in the sweetest of hues ; Mount Cenis, to the 
direct west ; and further around, the line of the Apennines ; 
and to the southeast, the sweeping vale of the Po, with Cre- 
moni and Crema — all can be viewed from this lofty spot I What 
a resplendentj magnificent, glorious creation is ours ! How 
full of beauty and sublimity I Would that our distant friends 
could behold these splendid Alpine temples upon the north, 
from this marhle ohservatory, and the great pleasure-grounds 
which lie around their feet in such luxurianoe of vegetable life 1 

What are those scaffoldings, observable as we descend, erected 
far up to the topmost rose of the pinnacle t We ai-e informed 
by the custodian, that ten men are constantly employed upon 
these scaffolds in cleaning the building, and that it takes tiiem 
just twelve years to complete the circuit outside. 

Can it be that the Great Father of all is pleased with such 
stately structures, erected for His worship ? Does He delight 
rather in the marhles of Italy, than the rude churches of our 
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from a foi-wiu of rock. Boats witli fagots, manned bj women, are 
putting into port, while a regiment of females are on their knees 
— washing clothes upon the stony brink. The air below is clear ; 
bat the green mountains have lost tLeir tops in a cloud, Musio 
floats across the lake from the Austrian fort, and every thing of 
beauty is here to fill the eye. 

How tastefully has Nature decorated this valley of Como 
with landscapes of every variety of soft and sweet enchantment, 
Cfroves of myrtle and golden fraitage reflected in the glassy 
water, form terraces of green upon perpendicular strata, Como 
city seems sunk to the lake's level, in its setting of emerald, 
while out of the tower of the city there merrily rings the chime. 
By rowing, we reach a point, from which is visible the extreme 
of a perspective of hill after hill, dotted with shrines of wondrous 
ehai-m. erratic granite blocks, (who knows whence they came 1\ 
and white villas. Houses cut in the solid rook appear high and 
aloof from the habitations of men. Truly, the genius of Bulwer 
was choice and rare, to a sense of deliciousness, when he made 
Claude Melnotte paint in fancy for the proud Pauline, the 
" Lady of Lyons," his palaee of alabaster, and groves of myrtle 
amid these hills and this lake of Como I 

Our ride to Como had been through a branch of the same 
picture gallery, of which Monza, the ancient capital of Lombardy, 
was the chief view, and where are the relics of Queen Theolinda 
and the Lombard crown of iron once worn by Charles V., and 
placed by no priestly hand on the brow of Napoleon, 

A showery rain followed us across to Maggiore ; but it only 
served to spread a transparent mist, like the veil we saw over 
the face of a marble nun in Rome, adorning a beauty it could 
not conceal. 

We slept upon the shore of Maggiore at the base of a high 
dark mountain, unoonscipus until wo were upon the lake, of its 
lofty presence, Levano was the town to which we wore bound. 
Before we reached it, the jagged rocks, indicating our proximity 
to the Alps, gloomed terrifically black, as if about to be thunder- 
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rjvett. Far above them a oloud hung its white linings to the 
eye, which curled and smoltecl as if out of the black mouutain, 
liie a furnace of Inferno, I had uever before seen, snoh sub- 
limity of gloom and wildness. If these are but the shadows of 
the Alpine feet, what is the lofty head ? 

We are leaving the Paradise of Italy and entering the rough 
and broken land of Switzerland, The pass toward the Simplon 
was clear, an index, said our boatmen, of good weather. Lakes 
of white clouds wave between great mountain heights. Although 
we cannot see distinctly the lofty genii who guard the Simplon, 
jet we have before us still the magic of Beaiity, The Borromean 
isles, owned by the Count Borromea, float in the crystal of Mag- 
giore. Compelled to leave Milan with other noble families, on 
account of the Eevolution of 1 848, when he hoped to unite Italy 
in one grand union under Charles Albert, he has sought refuge 
ia his Bella Isola. This isle looks out of the Piedmont into 
the Austrian line, near the shore, where an Austrian steamboat 
with three soldiers marks the extremity of her Italian power. 

We persuaded our boatmen to make a deflection from the di- 
rect line, so as to run around these isles. The first one is a 
bower of trees, a quarter of a mile through ; birds sing in it; an 
ivy-clad house appears, then a vista, showing a fine residence be- 
yond. Flowers adorn the rocks which run up in strata, at an 
angle of 45 degrees from the clear water. But there is no one 
stirring at this early hour, Bella nest appears, and well desei-v- 
ing the name. As we approach, a large white palace appears on 
the right, while on the left we pass a yellow octagonal tower, 
whose counterpart is oa the other side. Between them rises 
a pyramid of green terraces, decked with urns of flowers, and 
surrounded with hundreds of figures of man and horse. Stone 
railing protect the rooky barriers of the isle. Arched grottoes, 
with every variety of tropical flowers and fruits growing in them, 
appear, and fill the air with a delicious aroma. Ten terraces 
there are, placed upon the slaty rock, warmed beneath by 
fires in winter, to protect these tropical flower.s from the frost. 
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wtieli evea in summei; glistens from the tops of the mountains 
hejoud. Magnolias in full bloom find sweet multiplication in 
the wave over whieli they hang. The soil upon which these rare 
fiowera grow, ia roEcwed every year byfreah imports from Italy. 
At the extreme ead of the isle, there live abont two hundred 
people, whose residences add nothing to the romance of the spot. 
We pass the Fishe s ' 1 ' t f w! ' h the chapel bell 
sounds ; in front is the nount wh s d s have been wouuded 
to build St. Paul's at Eom Tl T n iver empties the 
lake into the Mediter anean w th ts f ght of marble. The 
water of the lake is a cle g een an w n to the emerald hills. 
The clouds part as w pj oa h th sb disclosing dark 
masses of mother Earth, like Mahomet's eof&n suspended in mid 
air. The mist comes down on the bosom of the lake, as we land. 
Happily we have seen its beauties, and escaped its unpleasant- 

TJnder shadows of dart monntaina, leading gradually up to 
the Alps from Italy; along immense quarries of marble; across 
torrents whose madness has torn away the bridges of the Sim- 
plou road ; yet ever tending upward, we reach and rest at 
Homo d'Ossolo — the villa at the foot of the Simplon. 

How gradually have we passed from the soft loveliness of 
Ijombardy to the grandeur of Maggiore, and now to the rugged 
sublimity of the Alps, Doth not Natttre, in these scenes of 
beauty and grandeur, apeak warmly and closely to the heart of 
man? Doth she not " astonish him with her magnitude, appall 
him with her darkness, cheer him with her splendor and soothe 
him with her harmony V God gave us faculties to enjoy these 
His mountains and flowers, torrents and tendrils, fields of verdure 
and of snow, lakes of crystal surrounding emerald and rocky 
islands. Let the heart, then, bound upward to His, as it swells 
in emotion at each passing glory ! 

If you will look with me at the raised globe I told you of 
in the Exhibition, you will observe a general elevation in the 
north of Italy, indented by torrent beds and peaked with snow 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



286 lOMBAEDY^—TIIE GARDEN OF THE WOBLH 

poiata. Upon Lake Maggiore there frowns a ridge of mountains, 
stretciiing from St. G-otliard, in the south-east of Switzerland, 
following the Rhone to the Simplon, bending at Mount Rosa, 
{what a hinge is Rosa !) to run duo west where Mount Ceryin 
frowns — ^St. Bernard opens, and Blane — " every inch a king " 
— rules ever with his superior crown of snow, upon his sunless 
throne of rocks. The Maritime Alps, under the command of 
Mount Cenis — a brave subject of Blano — turn south-westward, 
and march toward Pi-ance, where we saw their white plumes 
and rough spears, as we journeyed to Marseilles ; and then nearly 
right about,-down the coast of Italy, where they meet with a 
heavy fire from Vesuviiis and Etna ; tearing them asunder at 
tho Straits of Messina, which thus ends their career. 

But we have now to do with but oae of the great gaps which 
sportive nature has made in the chain — the Simplon — which we 
reserve for another chapter. 
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FROM the highly cultivated and sun-wamied plains of Italy 
to these Alpine peaks, snow-cOTCred and wind-beaten, what 
a change ? — How sadden ! Can it be real ^ Yes ; for the 
sough of the wind around this old stone auhorgo, and the chilly 
air without, are palpable proofs even on this 18th of July, that 
we are upon the summit of the Simplon, where winter lives 
under the open sky. Besides, — 

"Small, bus7 flames play thi'oagh the fre^ laid coal^ 
And their faint omokliiig o'er our alence creeps 
Ijke whispers of the household goda 

Two days ago and these fiery appendages would hare been 
as superfluous as painting the lily, smoothing ice, or describing 
to one who had seen and felt them, (he scenery and sensations 
which, have followed our pathway up — up — some seven thousand 
feet above ordinary humanity and the sea-leve!. So much has 
been written of these passes through the Alps ; so much tliat 
i^peaks to the eye, to the ear, to all the senses ; so much has 
been told in every variety of style, by every variety of person, 
that I despair of uttering any thing that can convey, even par- 
tially, an adeq^uate idea of their sublimities. 
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These Alpine soenes are not to he lightly passed. The 
impression they produce is not a theme for flimsy rapture or 
minute analysis. They seem born of the G-reat God, and 
within their august temples His presence hecomes omuipotenoe, 
and Hie worship holy aud awful ! 

The Simplon road is named after the snow-topped mount 
just above our hospico. It is the crowning peak of the pass. 
Over the pass the road is forty-fiye miles. It took sis years to 
complete it, although 30,000 men were at work. It has 611 
bridges, in addition to miles of solid masonry. It is twenty-Sve 
or thirty feet wide. The road was built by Bonaparte, and is 
one among tlie many monuments, other than warlike, by which 
his name will be heralded to posterity. The road begins prop- 
erly at Milan and ends at Geneva. It is magnificent in its 
construction, and stupendous in its triumphs over the rugged- 
ness and sinuosity of nature in her wildest and loftiest freaks. 
Where does not this road wind and venture ? Over what fear- 
inspiring chasms ; between what deep and terrific gorges ; along 
what jutting and blackened granite, ever winding up through 
clouds, through cascades, among flowery meadows, along pine 
forests, until surmounting the jagged difficulties of the way, it 
leaves vegetation, yea, even the hardy lichen below, and descends 
with marble pathway, ever guarded at intervals with granite 
posts, into the valley of the Khone ! 

Leaving behind us the lovely beanty of Lake Como ; and 
the grandeur of her queenly sister Maggiore, we hurry by post 
to Domo D'Ossolo, the prominent place at the foot of the Sim- 
plon. Before reaching it, we had to cross by ferry, several wild 
torrents, where bridges had once been. Upon one of these 
ferries, there was a beautiful specimen of a chanticleer, with tiny 
bells in his gills and hie comb ; who, before we reached the 
opposite shore, rung his bells, crowed joyously, flapped his wings, 
and cleared the space between boat and shore. Perhaps that 
was his custom. I did not inquire. Our courier, Dominichino, 
was hero at home, and rattled off his native Piedmontese idiom, 
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witL as mucli satisfaction to the host and postillions as to himself. 
The Piedmontese dislike the Austrians exceedingly, and take 
every oecaBioii to stow their contempt. Our republican courier 
was not behind in the national aversion. His passport arranged 
for Geneva, we began the asoeat. 

The vale of Domo D'Ossolo was soon spread out beneath, in 
its verdurous luxuriance, with mulberries and myrtles, figs and 
trellised vines, interspersed with lovely lawns, Suddenly we 
pass a bridge, and behold ! in a hollow and awful abyss below, 
the torrent thundering in white spray over rocks — deep down in 
the creviced mountain I — Far up and around we again overlook 
the chasm and bridge. We turn to bid farewell to Italy, before 
we trace to its mountain source this Alpine torrent. By it, we 
are enabled to surmount the fastnesses ; for its waters have torn 
out this Simplon pass. The bells of the city, ringing clearly, 
echoed from mountain to mountain, silverly, sweetly undulating 
in rare music, until they fill the ear with harmony. Blending 
the meanwhile therewith, was the angry undertone of the tor- 
rent Douvernia, making its way insanely and violently into its 
bolder-strewn bed of the vale ; while far up and on every side, 
the slopes and perpendicular sides were vivacious with cascades 
fretting and shining, but ever singing. We have had rain for 
several days, so that the mountains all the way up hither were 
voiceful and nimble with fleecy waterfalls and boimeing cataracts. 
Out of cloud and out of chasm, skipping in gleeful bound, dash- 
ing into worn holes, and leaping upward in recoiling grace, to 
fall back hundreds of feet — sliding from mountain summit adown 
smooth marble paths, making thus exquisite lace-work, many- 
figured, wide and flowing, and white as milk, clear as air and 
musical as flutes — these fountain spirits seem to give life and 
activity to the massive, immovable, shattered, blackened, heaven- 
reaching, thunder-riven Alps. We were regretting, during our 
way from Como, that the rain cloud was constantly over us ; 
but after the sun had chased it away this morning, and we found 
its result in such entrancing and soul-Iikc sounds, 
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'So sweet we know not wc are liateuing \a ti.em, 

the regret was absorbed in the pervading joyousncES and har^ 

I have been thiis particular in my mention of these fountains 
and cascades, becanse they are so life-like. They peopled the 
solitudes. They langhed and glittered as they hung to the 
beetling crags, and sung in harmony with the greater torrent, 
along whose bewildering way we have been winding for so many 

To be sure, houses and people have not been wanting. Hon- 
esUooking masons were repairing the road ; women with pro- 
tuberances from their necks plainly telling of the goitre, — 
beggar-hoys with no hands, — Piedmontese soldiers demanding 
passports, — postillions in glazed hats with silver band, in red- 
collared coats with bobby tails to them, — peasant girls washing 
clothes in the torrent, and now and then, a white-dressed chamois 
hunter, looking like a speck of snow against the sides of the 
cliffs, and firing away at Alpine venison in embryo, with what 
success we could not see,— these were the living people whom 
we met and saw. Farther down, the peasants were gathering 
in the golden grain from the pleasant vales between the frowning 
mounts ; and farther up, they were disceraible, clipping the 
harvest of grass even upon apparently inaccessible rocks, and 
attending the cattle. But Nature, not man and his puny works, 
is the great object of our view. How insignificant look the 
habitations of men here. Pigeon-hoses they seem, far up the 
perilous slopes. Nay, what are the grandest exhibitions of 
human art compared to that immense mountain which we passed 
just before we entered the first G-allery. Saint Sophia, the 
Duomo of Milan, St. Mark's, N5tre Dame, St Peter's — how 
minutej atomic, delicate, are je all, compared to that one 
■■moveless pillar of a mountain's weight." Cathedrals may be 
sliced off from its sides, temples taken from its tops ; but its 
majestic disproportionate proportions, many-shaped minarets 
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and domes its c bseums an I timjlea its overy si ■iped atruo 
tun,9 pedk n^ ttavenwai 1 itill rem n^tl o same f i ever 

The miuntam stream l^hose valley forma the important 
Simplon deitioyed eight miles of the iiad in 1839 Every 
bridge of st ne was swept \way Avalanche of stones some 
Irnge enoUj,h to f rm islands upon jnanj nt wl oh lie i ow cwl 
t ated ga dens and into many ot which men La^e carved hahi 
tat n 1 ne the bed of the stream They are corned wh te 
aui n t hy the eiystal c Id water &now diifta nndei which 
aha made by the tciiente lie in the bed of the streim 
wnm It d in 1 rii illmg the ti sky cascades in their \ allid hue 
Gall are mide at joints ilong the load unler which we 

pa 3 t emerge upon fearful heights above the streim under 
oth im nent craggy heights jutt ng far irvei our hoals 

Th g llery of G-ond , an I its suriounding sceneiy, I would 
select as a specimen of the majesty, terror, beauty, vivacity, 
awfulnesB, sublimity and glory of this celebrated pass. Artists 
have painted it npon the canvas, engineers have discussed it in 
mathematical equations, poets have sung of its manifold scones 
and their correspondent emotions. Dare I intrude my vagrant 
pen in such goodly company? Just from the sublime spectacle, 
with the noise of its cascades still murmuring in my ear, and 
the glisten of its sun-bright snows yet dazzling the eye, my 
description may have the merit of freshness, if not any wonder- 
ful fidelity to the ineffable original. 

The Gorge of Gondo is some fifteen miles from Domo D'Os- 
Bolo, just above a miserable village of the name of Gondo. The 
torrent Douveria furnishes a narrow but artificial bajik for the 
road, which, winding under the smooth and almost treeless sides 
of the mountain, enters the gallery. The cut is 596 feet-through 
the solid granite mountain. The granite was so hard^ and the 
access so difficult, that it required the incessant labor of more 
than one hundred men, in gangs of eight, relieving each other, 
day and night, to pierce it through in eighteen months ! And 
those side-galleries, looking out upon the dcop-seething " hell of 
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waters," far, deeply fai, below — how think ye they were cut? 
The miners were suspeoded fiom the summit of the mountain 
by ropes, until they carved out a stand ing-plaoe, when, simulta- 
neously with the othei mmers, they formed these eyerlasting 
windows over the goige Opposite one of the winflows can be 
read the luscnptiun that tells of the energy which set this im- 
mense work m opeiation — " Ms.Ti Italo 1805 ; Nap. Imp." 

Close to this yawnmg cavern, on the right, there leaps out 
of a fissure which splits the mountain, and in which huge rocks, 
skatteied and dark, he in careless sublimity, the torrent of Fras- 
einnone, less loud and hoaise m its brawling than the noisy 
Douveria, into l^hlch it empties, after splashing, spraying and 
fighting under usj hundreds of feet below the slender bridge 
leading into the gallery. The Douveria itself, across which one 
may leap at this point, is pressed into a narrow bed by the per- 
pendicular rocks. It boils in mad, pallid fury, at its stony 
imprisonment ; and at last bounds upward, and dashing into a 
cavern it has made, finds further vent in indignant eloquence, 
amidst a gigantic auditory of boulders, who line its cuvrent and 
cheer its impetuosity. The twin snow-peaka beyond and above 
the gallery, seen between the perpendicular walls, seem to sleep 
in quiet majesty, unmoved and frigid spectators of the scene. 
No wonder they are unmoved, for they are at least five thousand 
feet above the angry roar of the blended cataracts. The savage, 
grim horror which bristles up in the deep gloom of the abyss, is 
only equalled by the precipitous slate walls which, as high up as 
the eye can see, overhang the road. The torrent is squeezed 
into the narrow chasm, — the road into the narrow gorge, which 
seeks the gallery in relief Scarcely any vegetation, not even 
the pine, clings to the sides, A little grass here and there peeps 
out of a crevice. The black figures on the rock are written over 
by millions of white specks, and imagination could easily find 
forms grotesque to image forth these gigantic drawings. Shat- 
tered fragments, loosened from the mountains, are piled all 
along, whore a foothold may be had. The bhie sky, with a 
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to th hapt f 1 ngly embodies. 

I uld n t f m f m repeating the solemn significance of 
the Baid it Kydal Mount, who was himself accustomed, like 
the eagle, to leave the impurpled hills of his own Cumberland, 
and among the mountains renew at evening his proud eommuni- 
cation with the sun, I could not refrain, when gathering the 
little Alpine flowers, so beautifully delicate in petal and exquisite 
in aroma, so nicely stemmed and richly tinted — from pondering 
how tliese least of things seemed infinite. Nay, it is not mere 
poetry. Take your microscope and esamine that world of germ 
and flower which, analogous to the out-budding constellations, is 
obeying the eternal order of growth ; — and say, is there not an 
infinity in the tender petal of blue, hedropt with gold and specked 
with a love-light, growing under the mountain's shade? Come 
home to severe science, and you may loam, that the slightest 
alteration in the force of gravity which pei-vades 
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would altw the position of that blue Afyine flower, peepiag be- 
tween its rock-ribbed home up to its kindred azure. An earth, 
greater or smaller, denser or rarer in the least, would require a 
change in the structure and strength of the stalks of every flower. 
There is something curious in couBidering the whole mass of the 
earth from pole to pole, fvom the centre to the eircumferenee, as 
emplojed in keeping that blue fiower bedropt with gold in its 
wild position, and the one most suitable to ita vegetable health. 
If science thus demonstrates the infinitude of the relations of 
these tiny flowers, is there not a deep significance in the poetry 
of 'Wordsworth, that " littleness is not, the least of things seems 
infinite ?" The highest poetry and the severest science will ever 
harmonize. Induction can never eshaust Castalia's fountain. 
Baeon was akin to Calliope, and Newton enjoyed her deepest 
confidence. Whewell and Wordsworth both agree, that in the 
humblest flower of the vale there is an infinity reposing as se- 
renely as in the evolving nebulse of the creation's bound ! HowJ 
love, with such thoughts, to gather these little aaure infinities. 
The meadows along the gushing streams are covered by them. 
They modestly peep up, almost with a shiver at the Lapland 
tops of the mountains. They seem like a dream of spring smil- 
ing around the icy features of winter. They contest the palm 
of beauty with the sliding and spraying cascades, which sporting 
around the chamois' home and eagle's nest, leap fearless out of 
cloud-land upon rock-land. But did the latter lose their vivacious 
loveliness, or the former their tender beauty, because of their 
frecjuent occurrence in our upward path? Ask the bird of song 
if her throat loses its sweetness upon that fairy isle of Maggiore, 
we passed yesterday, although her song is ever the same? Ask 
the cloud which reflects the dyes of evening over the Morea, if 
its glory is lost in the soul, because the same glow is continually 
around about us in splendid sun-settings? 

We walk most of the way up, gathering strawberries as we 
walk. The cold air rushes down the valley as we near the hos- 
pice. Winter rules here. Hearken ! how the wind howls, and 
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the windows rattle ! Seven thousand feet up in the eii'th's 'it- 
mosphere, and yet so many other peaks above uh f Whj, I 
almost tremble for our earth's orbit. In wheeling aiound apon 
its soft axle, our pensile orb is in danger, with suoh tall protube- 
rances into the sky. Thank Heaven I There are Andes, Hiin- 
malehs and AUeghanies to balance the wheels, and make our 
earth dance to the tune of gravity, after the most precise method. 

Ah ! it was good to get to the Ian. It was better to feel the 
cheer of the Are. It was best to tickle the eager palate with 
mountain trout and chamois venison. The earth earthy will at 
times predominate. Cascades and lofty peaks were obliterated 
for a time, to play and pinnacle again in this poor page. All 
alone I sit at my table. My companions are recruiting them- 
selves by sleep for the morrow, when we shall mn down in three 
hours to Leuk, thence to Martigny and the Blanc. Seven hours 
is occupied in the ascent to this half-way spot. 

The stars glisten in the windy air so fitfully bright ; so 
cold yet lustrous. Never was I so near them before ; never 
perhaps shall I be so near again ; yet with all the sublimity of 
these mountains, the rolling clusters of constellations eclipse 
them all, even as Mont Blanc eclipses an Indian mound of our 
own valley. The bell of a convent near sounds wildly strange 
at this hour upon this height. The ghostly white mountains 
above gleam fearfully. A strange shudder comes over me, at 
the awful immensity of barrenness around. Truly has Byron 
written of these palaces of nature, pinnacled in clouds, throning 
eternity in their icy halls, and speeding on their mission of 
destruction the thunderbolt of snow; — 

"All that expands (he spirit, yet appall^ 
Gather aromid their Bummits as to show, 
How Eai'th may soai' to Heaven, jct leave vain man below." 

How bracing is this upper air. Five hours of rest here is 
'^uivalcnt to ten in southern Italy. Midnight closed my last 
paragraph on the summit of the Simplon. A few hours of sleep. 
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and we started od foot, ahead of the diligence, oyer the i-egiona 
of Tininhabitod desolation. It seemed as if a great lake had 
once heen npon this mountain, whose sides yet loom up in rug- 
ged grandeur. We p^sed the old and new Hospieea erected 
for the safety of travellers — hid the monks " tton jour," bought 
mountain agates from the younkers on the mount, were orer- 
taken by the rumbling vehicle, and at the word '■ monte !" we are 
in the coupe, rattling down the precipitous descent, overlooking 
valleys where the distant kine jingle their bells, and where the 
little chalfita are espied in the profound distance ; and rushing 
through galleries of safety, serving at once as a bridge for water- 
falls which roar over and under us and then plunge sheer into 
the air, and at the same time as a gnard from the avalanches, 
whose scarring tracks are deeply trenched Lu the mountain sides. 
These galleries are cut in the solid rock, but drip with water or 
glitter with icicles like a grotto with stalactites. The pines are 
perpetually appearing wherever a moss fibre can crawl ; and flow- 
ers — but I have said enough of them. Nature repeats her glo- 
ries, but in every place how differently. At Eoresa, where we 
stopped, the carol of the bird began to announce the vernal re- 
gion. The outside, or rather the top of the diligence became 
my seat, as we ran down into the valley of the Bhone. It waa 
a fearful seat at first. There were so many and such short 
curves, shaped like the letter S in the road, that at times I seem- 
ed about to be dashed with the diligence over preeipicea 2000 feet 
below, where torrents roared and rocks bristled. Around every 
point the downward serpentine of the road wound, cut out of the 
sides of the mountain, and absolutely suspended in the air. 
But what eared the driver for these glorious scenes or dangerous 
ab3^ses? Halloo on, old glazed cap ! " Hee ! Hee ! Yee-youp ! 
Erabone I " — and snap ! would go the lash at the lazy leader ! 
For miles we wended downward, almost encircling Mount Eglise, 
whose five-and-tweuty peaks, all joined in one Gothic spire, 
towered above the great snow-fields around, and pierced, as with 
a wedge, a dense cloud which seemed enamored of its untrod- 
den pinnacles. 
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The vale of Brieg will long be remembered for its variety of 
rural beauty. It receivea us as we run down the mountains. A 
magnificent vale it is, exteoding down the Simplon side of the 
moimtains across tJie Etone, whose whitish green, waters rush 
over a bed enamelled witli clean boulders, as far as the eye 
can see, and midway up the Bemeae Alps. The drive down its 
valley was one of our finest. Tlio way was a duplicate of sub- 
limity — Vallais frowning upon one side with her angry moun- 
tain brows, glisteaiBg with Rosa and Moro ; while Berne looked 
out gloomily from the Gemrai gorge at Leuk, so famous for its 
baths, and the immense perpendicularity of its mountain scenery. 

Sioa we reached before sunset. Its feudal towers rising be- 
fore the city, revived the stories of barons bold and ladies fair ; 
while in the city we found the warlike people crowding around a 
case of assault and battery, with two soldiers holding a man 
with a bloody nose, whom two loud-talking Sioniana were pum- 
melling under the soldiers' eyes. The shadow of the rural 
mountains kissed midway in the valley at sundown, and unitedly 
followed us into Martigoy. 

The fields along this part of the valley are mostly worked by 
women, coarse, robust, and gawky. Nearly every peasant woman 
has the swelling at the tbroat, known as the gSitre, so often re- 
ferred to by travellers. It is the same disgusting e 
which Juvenal refers to in the lino— 

Q mil ■ ■ Al 'b " 
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for it. It is not nearly so disgusting as cretinism, which, from 
similar causes, prostrates tlie mind and deforms tlie body. How 
sad, that in such sublime and wonderful scenery, where physical 
Nature displays her utmost magnificence, poor human nature 
should be degraded and ruined by such a mysterious dispensa- 
tion. Thank God for our own Ohio plains and undulations ! 
where, if the ague does sometimes abound, it does not deform 
the body and shatter the mind !— But one can hardly wonder 
either at the dispensation, when it is considered to what a 
height these barriers rise above tlie low valleys. Disease will 
creep in, where the pure aii of heaven cannot enter. Why I in 
one of the cantons near the Lauterhriinnen, which we passed, there 
lived, unknown by all their neighbors, a tribe of the moat primi- 
tive heathens, until the twelfth century, when they were dis- 
covered by some daring cragsman, and converted to Christianity 
by the good Bishop of Constance ! Could there be found a 
stronger illustration of the depths of these valleys, into and out of 
which even human curiosity failed to find its way ! 
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SUNDAY morning we awoke in Martigny. The chimea near 
our windows were playing — I verily believe — a waltz. It 
sounded so spirited and jocund. We are in. the Catholic canton 
of Vallais, and of course every body goes to church. The women 
in tidy little hats surrounded with a broad silvered ribbon, and 
with prayer-book modestly folded in white handkerchief j with 
their high waists — but I am encroaching upon forbidden ground ! 
Itis enoughjthat their "bou jour, monsieur"— every where given 
smilingly and sweetly, to say nothing of their Sunday best 
attire — won our admiration. Tiie smallest urchin made his 
obeisance to the stranger, and the oldest inhabitant removed his 
hat and bent his silvered head in respectful salutation. How 
pleasant to meet these kind-hearted Hepublioans.. God bless 
these descendants of Tell ! The English, especially Murray, in 
his guide-book, have maligned the Swiss, most infamously. 
There is more true manhood and breeding in these simple-heart- 
ed people, than could be expressed out of all England, if she lay 
under the Alps for a century. G-o to I Roast beef, go to ! 
Hurrah for your Queen and spend your gold ; but let unosten- 
tatious simpUcity live unlibelled in its happy valley. 

A novel mode of travel awaited us at Martigny. Mont 
Blanc must be seen ft-om Chamouni, and the TSteNoirmust be 
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passed. Twenty miles inaccessible to the carriage, and traTcr- 
sible only bj tbe mule, or upon foot, niiist be overcoiiie. Our 
ladies are ready upon the sure-footed animals, and one mule is 
reserved for three of tl th wl w tl t 1 1 

A Sabbath day's jou y t th g t t t mpl th 
with Coleridge's hymn f n 1 dy nd th ng t t 

for our diapason ;wh Pt tobittouhnx 

oursion? Well, we h g dly 1 d p th m t n 

Thirteen mules besil wnjn Inwg Ij 

stopping at the cool f tn tfill bktwthtw 

berries. The way up was g pi t Pi ' h ! d 

harvest fields. We hlnd^ t ut ggt 

tremble at ; until w t lb ptly t th T t N 
Black Head ! Our mnl tl I fc u t n tl ir t j 

cautiously, though tb > w d utly f m 1 w tbtl p th 

as not to " snort suspicion." 

The passes in the Alps have their grades of sublimity, terror, 
and beauty. The Simplon combines, in the greatest degree, all 
these qualities. Tlie BplUgen and the Uemmi have more of ter- 
ror. The Tfte Noir is deservedly celebrated, as well for its 
wildness, as for being the path to Mont Blanc. Within its 
savage gorges, the torrent thunders as if from lowest depths 
opening to devour. Br. Cheever considered it a eoaoentration, 
though somewhat in miniature, of the grand features of the Sim- 
plon, but at the same time rich and beautiful beyond description. 
I could not 'do better than to compress its scenery into the pic- 
ture whioh he furnishes, " Abrupt precipices frowning at each 
other across the way like black thunder clouds, about to meet ; 
enormous crags overhanging you so far, that you tremble to pass 
tiiidei them ; savage cliffs looking down upon you, and watching 
you on the other side, as if waiting to see the mountain fall 
upon you ; a torrent thundering beneath you, masses of the 
richest verdure flung in wild drapery over the gorge ; galleries 
hewn in the rock, by which you pass the angular perpendicular 
cliffs, as in rocky hammocks swung in air ; villa 
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above you, and looking sometimes as if floating in tlie clouda ; 
snowy mountain ridges far abo¥o these ; clusters of eiiSleta al- 
most as far below you, with tlie tinkling of bells, the hum of 
Toioee, and the war of the torrent, fitfully sweeping up to you on 
the wind ; these are the combinations presented you in' the Tete 
Noir." The picture is not esaggeratcd, nor unfaithful, save that 
we found but one gallery in the pass. 

After passing a nxde cross erected upon a fearful part of the 
road, to eommemorate a young German who lost his life there 
in a storm by the falling of a pine, you perceive the " bead," black 
and bushy witb pines, rising out of the brown, twisted, craggy 
rocks. Turning toward Chamouni, and looking across the vale, 
not far from the Auberge, there appears a moimt, less perpen- 
dicular, but higher than the " TSte," and a valley deeper ! I 
counted seven silver cascades playing from its top, separating 
and uniting, bursting into spray, and floating in the air, then 
joining in a torrent. I could liken the scene to none other than 
a parliament or a congress of cascades, whose speeches were all 
to one point — the glory of the pass. One like an oily-tongued 
persuader, glides smoothly down the rock without splash or 
spray, and gains his end just as surely as the showy declainier 
who raves and stamps, and tears a passion to tatters. Another 
spreads out his oratory in fine threads, every interruption fret- 
ting hLm into new points of grace and beauty, but uniting at the 
base in a torrent full and freo, while his cogent neighbor, with 
continuity and unbrokenness of column, falls with all bis force 
in one master apothegm upon the thread of his theme ; and so 
they speak from their lofty tribune, illustrating their eloquence 
with flowers of sweetness, and rocks of truth, A villa of an 
hundred chalets listens demurely to their debate, and the torrent 
below unanimously carries the question down the vale witb a 
glad shout of triumph. Well, metaphor will run mad in such a 
scene ; so do not criticise my consistency, I wrote it on the 
spot, and give it as I wrote ; interrupted now and then by the 
rapture of a lady-companiou, who was filling her basket with 
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flowers, and the stout of a geutleman, who had found tigh up in 
the rocks a Chamois neat (?) made of moss. 

But why wreafe one's thoughts upon expression, wliere tliore 
is so much to paiut, and where words are not mountains, nor 
cascades, nor even the pictures of them ? Tie monster back of 
that rock, breaking the vale in twain, but smiling in its shaggy 
orandeur with gardens along its sides and lashed everlastingly 
lyato t twh h t 1 ml — wh th p 1 tte fw dy 
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The Mer de Glace, and its outlet, the Glacier de Bois, hung 
over the vale under the everlasting pinnacles, threatening in 
aspect, while out of its hollow ioe halls, rolled the " five wild 
torrents fiercely glad," which joia to form the Aveiron. The 
vale lies north and south. The evening sun has left the valley, 
but lingers in a faint pink upon the great ice and snow fields of 
the monarch's head. The village of Chamouni, a pretty place 
enough, seems but a handful in these immensities of matter. 
Long after the shadows of night hung darkling over its roofs, 
the white light played on the top of the mountains. Perpetual 
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layers of eternal whiteness, untraoked and untainted by mortal 
tread, catch tlie last, and will gleam with the first light of 
heaven. The mind becomes oppressed with an overpowering 
sense of sublimity. There is the Hierarchy of Nature minister- 
ing between heaven and earth, in long white robes flowing down 
the enormous ravines, with a solemn silence which rebukes the 
noisy torrents at its feet, and the roar of the wavy pines midway 
up its sides. Dread ambassador ! what a ministration between 
the Finite and Infinite is thine ! Pomp of earthly kings !— how 
puerile and tame is your raagnifieene^ ! 

It is only a mighty mind like that of Coleridge, that could 
grasp and give expression to the spirit of this vale. I have 
read that he never visited this spot. It cannot be true. His 
hymn is the true worship of his lofty soul, uplifted through 
tears int6 this sublime serenity. 

Raptures and esclamations are impotent and tame ; the only 
style which befits the solemn significance of the scene at Cha- 
niouni, is that of the prophet who, wrapped in his mantle, bowed 
to the ' still small voice' in awe. 

As I write now, the peaks and falls, glaciers and gorges, 
which surround me, have become familiar in name and position; 
but the spirit of the scene who can exhaust ? Who can analyze 
its glories? Other travellers have essayed to do it as well be- 
neath its shadow as upon the distant points of view. It is only 
to be felt by being seen. As I gazed upon it, while the day was 
departing, the lofty wish of the poet, seemed full of new mean- 
ing, when he prayed that he might grow more bright from com- 
merce with the sun; at the approach of all involving night. 
And forgetful of the dear ones at home, — remembered ever 
upon ^1 other occasions, — the wish started to the light, that 
here, beneath these hoar, high peaks of God's own majesty, wo 
would love to live, and live to love, and at last sleep in the 'all 
involving night' of death, among the blossoms and flowers of 
this lovely vale. 

I would like to take you up one more ascent— the Montan- 
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vert, which we asoended by mules, and from which the best view 
is to be had of the great granite peaks, and from which you 
may descend upon the Mer de Glace. Two hours and a half 
brought us to the Pavilion — a toilsome, rocky way, but ren- 
dered pleasant by the cool milk and and rich strawberries which 
the bright-eyed girls of the mountain offer us, at different points 
in the ascent. After a rest and a dish of strawberries, wo de- 
scended upon the most wonderful phenomena of the Alps, the 
glacier. This glacier is the largest in the world, it being forty- 
five miles long, and in some places three wide. It was over a 
miie wide at the point where we were upon its moving mass. 
Kumble I crash I crack I boom I went the ice, as a huge granite 
rock in the midst tumbled into the cavernous profound. Hoarse 
and sepiilchral, sharp and ear-piercing is the sound. Dare we 
venture upon the living sea, — peaked, hollow, roaring, trickling 
with water, quivering with life, and bursting its icy fetters-? 
Before we venture, let us take one view of the magnificent spec- 
tacle, embosomed beneath in the vale, which is surrounded by 
the mounts and saow-peaks ; pass not slightly over the minute 
beauties which are painted in the plain, with their coverlets of 
verdurous sijuares, triangular harvest-fields of yellow, mingled 
with the freshly plowed ground, lying between the belt of trees 
fringing the Arve and Aveiron, which, like two white ribbons 
inwrought with silver, dart with bright points of flashing, until 
they mingle to rave ceaselessly at the base of Blanc. These 
spots of rural beauty depend upon the melting glacier which 
feeds perpetual streams of irrigation. Do you ask why G-od 
hath placed the glacier here? Seek an answer in the woU-filled 
granary and happy faces of the peasantry. 



Ho.t.d, Google 



COULD you elerate your mental telescope sowewhat ioftily, 
and turn it hitherward, you would peroeiTe the AutJior in a 
situation at once extraordinary and peculiar. I do not know, 
but that my position is high enough to obviate the intervention 
of the ' thick rotundity ' of the world, and the considerable dis- 
tance between Ohio and Chamouni, I sit upon a granite boulder, 
in a sea of ice, called the Mer de Glace. My prospect in front 
is the great cathedral pinnacle of Dm ; the point of Verdi, 
the highest of the needles, is in the rear ; that of Bouchard is 
on the left, and on the right is the gi-and Hora«h, hid in snow ; 
next to it is Charmoe, partly snow-covered. These points en- 
viron the glacier-bed with their spiry, rocky, snowy needles, 
rising out of the frigid green sea, jagged, terrific, and sublime ! 
"We seiae our Alpenstock, shod with ii-ou, and nnder the lead 
of onr excellent guides, who take charge of the ladies, we enter 
[ n th y bed even to its midst, and look down into some of 
th w Id t gorges of the glacier, which shine with beautiful 
n h hi e. These gorges are deep and hollow. Within 
tl the t rent's voice roars madly. Our guides threw large 
k nto the chasm, and we stood breathless, listening to the 
b t ns beneath. Great granite rocks are upon the ice- 
bergs, and as tte glacier moves, now and fcben they timible into 
the gorges with thundering echo. The sound of the torrent 
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and the progress of the immense mass make the place one of 
thrilling interest. Upon the opposite shore, under the peaksi 
there rise green pine forests, out of a sea of frost ; and over- 
head, there float white clouds, like celestial navies sailing from 
point to point in the upper air. Surely this is the perfection of 
wild and gloomy desolation — overpowering and strange as a 
nether and an upper world, united in wild phantasy. 

" What a dear little flower I have found just here upon the 
edge of the glacier ; a little pink moss, or star-flower. Only 
look at it !" — hreaka in a musical treble near by, 

" Don't interrupt me, Madame ; I am catching a likeness of 
Desolation himself in bis own home 1" 

No wonder the Aveiron roars with such a perpetuity of 
music and continuity of stream, fed by such an interminable 
waste of ever tiickling, but never melted ice. No wonder that 
the— 

"Rosed' Alp?" inquires the same treble, upon the brink of 
the iee-sea, where its owner is plucking flowerets of moat deli- 
cate huo and form, 

" Oui, Madame," says tlie good guide ; " il commenoe a 

" What's that mean, Dominiohino 1 What kind of a flower 
does the guide call it V 

" It is not a flower yet, Madame, It's a begging to como 
out." Qiiite a poetical idea I 

" All ! a bud — yes, yes. How exquisite I" 

See those other immense glaciers, high and away up the sea, 
miles off, branching out of the Mer, and each having its own 
great sluices. Hark I far up in their dreary profundities, the 
armies of ice are cannonading with sharp and thundering din ! 

" Come ! come I" They are hallooing to us from above I 
" Let us go to the Englishman's rock !" 

I cannot resist such persuasiveness ; so picking up my ink 
horn and journal, and wondering how the poor fellow feit who 
fell into one of the ioy gulfs and came out below in the torrent, 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



THE ICE-,SEA. 307 

I left, to see the now broken granite roeka, under wliose shelter 
Pocooke and Windham, the first Engiiah adventurers into this 
valley in 1741, slept; and which has since then been laoviug 
down the ravine, " sloping amain,'' at tl^e rate of one foot per 
day, sweeping an immense moraine of granite and earth along. 

There is so much of the terrific and the peculiar connected 
with this Alpine phenomenon, that much scientific observation 
has been given to it. The deductions of scientific men are as 
remarkable as thoy are interesting, in relation to the origin, 
movement, former existence and effect of glaciers. The best 
information I can obtain is the following. It contains the eclec- 
ticism of the subject ; 

The summit of Mont Blanc, when its fused granitic mass 
rose up from the bowels of the earth, was for some time as bare 
as are the wasted peaks of the Aiguilles which surround it. 
The heat gradually subsided, an immense quantity of snow be- 
gan to fall, as it now does, on the elevated rocks and valleys. 
In the highest regions, where rain is unknown, evaporatiouj pro- 
ceeding from the extreme dryness of the atmosphere, causes 
these fakes to descend in particles somewhat resembling hail, 
whose loose dry grains, heaped on each other, are incoherent and 
form what is termed the neve. A great part of this is swept down 
on the lower stages of the mountain by those impetuous currents 
of air which almost constantly reign at great heights, at other 
times snow containing some portion of moisture is whirled up 
across the summit from the lower and warmer regions ; during 
summer the solar rays, not having yet lost their calorific inten- 
sity by descent through the atmosphere, act with extraordinary 
force, avalanches are detached, and the moisture caused by the 
direct action of the heat on the exterior, as well as that arising 
from clouds which at times envelope the summit, is speedily ab- 
sorbed by the remainder of the porous mass. To this succeeds 
nightly congelation and expansion, so tbat the n 
gradually from this, combined with other causes, in the 
s the low glacier, forms the reservoir of those v 
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streams which glide into the upper valleys of tlie Alps. Suc- 
cessive falls of snow, their thaws and congelations, are therefore 
the undouhtect origin of the first glaciers. 

Their movement is very differently explained. De Saussure 
attribwteB it to gravitation, which is improbable, because, if pres- 
sure at ergo were the sole cause, the entire body would slide 
down into the plains with gradually accelerated velocity. De 
Oharpentier and Agassiz are partisans of the dilatation theory, 
supposing that daily thaw, constantly succeeded in the whole 
body by night frosts and espansioa, causes the forward motion. 
This is refuted by the ascertained fact that congelation does 
not every where and always take place throughout the glacier, 
for the cold, except at its edges and thinner parts, penetrates 

f tl th t tl th h n covered by a mantle of 

w N t I Id m 1> fii s to dry up the streamlets 

t th t d mg mm d the constant wasting of the 

gl d g th t p tl at f t d s n t th n X- 

d 1 t g ff t Wh 1 th p 1 ng d w nt s n 

t t t 1 g 't d pth but t t ly 

d I d t It t tl w d t t th wh 1 b dy w ul 1 

th f h 1 d tm t 11 

■VI h m th r f th gl 11 - 

dlyi ttl m tlfrf,lbd npdfa 

p d pi t 1 ff t f 1 tl t wl 1 f n n the 

t f 1 k d Th wh h t m Ida 

ddpttltt Id d comer of a rocky valley 

p t d 1 1 ty It h semi-solid or viscous com- 

pt ddwwlbyt wn weight and a mutual 

p f t h t ] ta Th mass is detached from its 

1 d f k by th bt I t of the globe, the infiltra- 

t f wt Ifthm ture produced by exterior 

tl w B g th tl t f th w t world it is fed in the upper 
g by 1 1 t f f th th descent of avalanches, and 

b w w pt d w f tl ummits. 

Th 1 w 1 th 1 ly j.ste below is replaced by 
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d ly 1 f n ab Crevasses prowid ium foieilile 

p d lay m juabties of the ruck its oc:,asionil 

w 11 b up d ver which the vihcoiis or half iigid 

n aa ra f rw d When in obstacle occurs the glaciei 
b m rs ly it'" lowei poition is sepaiated ind 

p J ! fi g d« Uy enlarging until closed up by jies 

u b h d ml of ice dehis, to foim afresh if the 

u n w 1 TI gh the identical ice ot whi(,h they, or 

1 d p gull hi f en on the glaotei are composed, may, 

alter a lapse of time, have advanced some hundred feet, the rents 
and fissures will always be foimd at the same spot like the eddies 
and deep pools in particular parts of a slveara. Local confor- 
mations mould the ice ; its centre advances more rapidly than 
tte sides which it drags along ; its upper surface more than the 
under one ; the lower end more than the source or reservoir. 
The velocity is cheeked by cold but augmented by sunshine, 
thaw, or rain. The forward movement, through perpetual night 
and day, is irregular, and much greater in spring than summer, 
in summer than in autumn and winter. During the hot season 
the glacier wastes away in all its parts ; during winter it is ex- 
panded upwards by frost and agglomeration to its former level, 
and, the progress being retarded, all its parts crowd together. 

The abrasion of the diamond and the force of the lever give 
to the glacier an immense power. Hence the stupendous rocks 
found in places where no other agency could have borne them. 
Evidences are numerous in the vale of Chamouni, of this very 
glacier having torn away great portions of the mountain, and 
filled the vale to the height of five hundred feet or more. 
Indeed, when we consider the effect of this silent, slow, but 
resistless messenger from above, the fact that it overthrows or 
surmounts almost every opposition, and that a very slight de- 
pression of the present temperature of the earth would cause its 
increase ad infinitum, we must admit that sueh a mighty instru- 
ment may prove, in the hands of Providence, an agent more 
destructive of our globe than fire or water, since no effort can 
arrest, no obstacle prevent or divert its awful progress. 
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Ascending the Pavilion, we may discuss oyer a little Alp of 
Btrawberries, blanched with sugar, which quickly disappears under 
the keenness of the appetite — the scienoe of this immense aea, 
more at leisure. While eating, however, I opened the register, 
and found that Montanvevt had proved a Parnassus to some 
genius incognitus, who poured forth his sentiment right happily 
in the following 

SOKG OF THE MER DE GLAOE. 

"There ne'er was aeon, on. earth I ween, 
A fnirer sun than ehone 
Oil onv Alpine pofs of ihe Mer de Glace 
This fourieenth daj of June. 

" Our feet have pressed the soowy crest 
Of these wild waves deep and strange, 
On whose strength of rock, writes the whirlwind's shock 
Scarce the shadow of a change. 



"And the monntains to-day, as they have oiway 
Since tjme b^an io be. 
With reverend head guard the royal hed 
Of that Bleeping silver sea. 

" And while ages tail, they'll tell the tale 
To yeai's — lime's laui'els winning, — 
Of ages that sleep in the awful deep 
Beyond the great ' Bi^iDning.'" 

" Truly," says an annotation, " we forgot it was July — 

' Which, remembered in time, 
Would have spoiled the rhyme.' " 

Other bards celebrate their drizzling days in Jeremiads and 
dripping lines, but there was no piece which struck me as worthy 
of a transcript, except the above. 

We descended rapidly the great highway — my mule, like a 
gallant soldier, ever preferring the post of danger, and always 
provokingly hanging his ears over the most awful chasms, and 
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eating grass just where one feared to fee toppled heacllong into 
tie awM gorges. But it is great, to be high and aloof from the 
world and its vesations. For a lawyer to be 7,000 feet high, it 
is almost Paradise. No judge, jury or sheriff; no special plead- 
ing or demurring (save that of the mule) away up here. Chitty 
has no Precedent for the Dru ; and Tidd, in all his " Practice," 
never drew bo complex, yet so simple, a declaration as Mont 
Blanc draws against the serene azure. Never was I so near the 
great high Chancery, where all things are tested by the con- 
science, and not by tho letter merely. 

We bade adieu to Mont Blanc on Tuesday, to see his radiant 
face again from St. Martin's bridge, upon the road to Geneva, 
where it was said that one of the finest views could be had of 
him and his chain, St, Martin's is twelve miles from Mont 
Blanc. As you look up the valley of the furious Arve, there 
arises the Mount Poreclaae, covered with pines and pasturage ; 
over these, tho needles point aroiind the Mer de Glace, and 
mingling with them, are the snow tops, consisting of great fields, 
which centuries have been piling, and which branch down the 
ravines in moving glaciers. The black pines gloom along the 
twelve mile perspective. It has been raining ; the clouds are 
heavy, and hang around the mounts in variegated and wild 
gloominess, A great terraced point, swelling upward in culti- 
vation, is upon our right, across the vale, while a stupendous 
castellated temple is upon our left. The birds sing, and the 
Arve roars. The mighty spirit of the spectacle glides along the 
walled ridges, and enters the soul, bedewing it with ' thanks and 
mute ecstasy.' Nature has many thoughts encased within, and 
flowing from, these rocky mounts, to be pondered with profit and 
delight. The reader who has not had the advantage of realizing 
the beauty and immensity of an Alpine scene, should at least 
turn back to our frontispiece, in which the talented artist, Hin- 
shelwood, of New- York, has re-pictured to our memory the 
sublime view of Mont Blanc from St. Martin's bridge, The 
engraving is from a drawing upon the spot, and faithfully fol- 
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lows the hand of the great original. With auoli a pictured 
view, further description would be supererogation. The road to 
Geneva is alive with caseadea of every variety of beauty ; and it 
towers up with castellated mountains, into whose hearts large 
grottoea open. The fountain of Palerinea, where there is a re 
coil in a parabolic curve of sisty feet, cannot be forgotten. 

We passed, ou going around a mountain, tbe exquisite cas- 
cade of Chede The first jet is round and full, falling upon a 
tocky teirice midway, where if divides into two other (.ascades, 
forming the ahipe of a heart, leaving a black rock within its sil 
vei setting I cannot convey by language nor by comparison, 
any adequate idea of the beauty of these casfades We hnd 
them leaping like spirits from heaven out jf doudi upon evei 
lasting locks and detaining the eye with then a;idGe, dnd the 
e"*! with their melody 

The cii^'ade Nant d Aipeinz wis a joy for ever Ltai 
ing our obai and bidding our courier and diiver iwait, we 
wended our WdV o\er the meadows to its base I leaped 
fiom rock to lock until I sat undei its opriy, upon a boul 
dcr my feet dangling amid floweis of loveliest blue If yon 
can imagine one of our ordinary Buckeye hills Bjy two hun 
dred feet high, suddenly monstered into one of a thousand 
feet, one &ile peipendioulir, with locks standing on a hoiizontil 
bnsis the middle point aich g ' d t t d th 

other aide an immense castell t d m f wb h I k tl 
otbei mounts, seemed seiene m d t tl p 1 fi wh h 

wildly interfused and intertw tdthg tellg y my 
have a faint idea of the moi t f th d ill 

along are the results of the 11 fir tl m It g t 

ing, convulsing the mighty rb f tl Ipthgthm 

defiance of heaven atitsvyjtlbtfl ^ t astl 
mount seems rather to have ^w 1 djtmt t 

gigantic masonry. Out of its li 1 J, + 1* t t^i ^ * 
volume of whitest water, wi tt f 11 f b t h t rs 

illuminated with prisma, fie y as I a th a and 
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buoyed up like powdery snow-flalces ! So long is it in falling, that 
its points elioot out and burst like little rockets ov miniature 
comets, with a nucleus and a streamer ; or rather like the whit- 
est steam puffs, curling and evanishing. The column, before it 
falls, bespreads itself wide and thin, but gathers into point be- 
low, where in a torrent it plays among rocks down the distance 
of thirty feet, then leaps in full column into a seething basin of 
hollow profundity, which roars and boils furiously. 

The mind caunot find imagery for so beautiful an object, 
clashing out of so swelling an arch in so wild a spot. One 
likened it to a plume ; another to a white pennon, floating 
feathery ; another to Love, smiling in Hope and singing on the 
bosom of Might. Cheever likens it, or a similar fountain, to 
the fall of Divine grace into the Christian heart. Liken it to 
what you will, its serene undertone sung, and will ever sing to 
the soul of Memory — a radiant living thing amidst terrific im- 
movableness. I leaped from rock to rock, plucked some flowers 
at its feet, felt its music thrill the heart, and was soon off again 
amidst the castles in the air, real and palpable, which lino this 
G-enovan road. 

In the town of Boaneville, we saw a monument to a prince 
Carlo Felici, erected to his memoiy, because he — dainmed the 
town (the old sinner !) to protect it against the torrent Arve 
which rushes along the valley. 

With what trembling anxiety we approached Geneva, those 
only can tell who have been pilgrims for two months or more, 
without a word from home. At Geneva were our letters. The 
scenes grew less attractive as we neared the rural city. What 
chances and changes there had been among loved ones, we almost 
feared to know. We hoped, oh ! how earnestly, that all were well 
and living as we left them. Can they be all well and living? Vain 
in([uiry ! Is not suoh a mournful blindness a part of that kind 
Providence, which is ever training the soul to rely iipon the 
Almighty Word? Is it not a part of the lesson which God 
gives, to the weak and inconstant in faith? 
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With tearts painfully tremulous, we hroke the seals, to find, 
alas I that one household near to us, was deprived of its happy 
children — that one hearth was no longer vocal with the merry 
twattling and play of tie meek-eyed little ones. May God mer- 
cifully guard the living, is the prayer we waft from this home 
of Calvia, to our own deai- Ohio ! 
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THEBE is BO much impressed, almost simultaneously, upon 
the mind in these mountaim regions, that it staggers under 
the confused mass, in the very intoxication of bewilderment. 
One should have a subtle and pliant pen to picture, imperfectly 
even, these vicissitudes of sublimity and beauty upon lake and 
river, hill and mountain. At one time, joa are called to view 
a place so desolate and wild, that you would think it w'as created 
for the last of human mould. Again you slide down almost in- 
sensibly into the loveliest pastures, by the most beautiful brooks, 
surrounded by the home-endearing chalets, the fragrance of new 
mown hay, and flowers of every hue. Again you shudder under 
imminent craggy heights, to gaze at which almost takes away 
yonr breath ; to emerge upon a shore like that of Loman, whose 
pure water under the sun-ray, gleams like a bluish gem set in 
emerald, and sparkles with a light more diamond-like than even 
the bay at Naples, while its shelving green lawns, or vine-terraced 
margins, rise under an atmosphere of beauty where love ioved to 
linger, and yet lingers in the pages of Rousseau, and the poetry 
of Byron. You have heard of Mont Blanc being seen sixty miles 
from the spot where he rears his high head, and being reflected 
in clear placid Leman lake near Geneva's walls at that distance : 
have you not 1 Were you now at my window at this hour of 
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sunrise, you might well wonder, start and adore, at the rerela- 
tion of splendors, daBzling and soul-entrancing, playing against 
the immovable masses of snow aad ice which gild the sides and 
glitter in the crown of Blanc. Gould my Buckeye reader look 
westward from Zanesville, and see an elevation of 16,000 feet, 
sorrounded by others a few thousand less, tbrongb a perspective 
of mountains snow-blanehed and pine-clad, robed everlastingly, 
and all so solemn, so atiU, so sublime — rising out of Colttm^tts, 
and glaring down plainly to the eye; he would woEder, if this 
be our common world — would he not? 

But too nincb of the descriptive wearies. You would prefer 
to hear of these republican cantons j bow they sustain the !one 
banner (for Eranee can hardly be called republican as yet), 
amidst the serried and surroimding ranks of absolutism. We 
Americans are apt to tliink Switzerland a place of little conse- 
quence — so deeply bid in the mountains that she cannot permeate 
Europe with any influence. We tliink of her as under a gi'eat 
sliadow, cast out from communication with the ' rest of mankind.' 
Only enter Geneva, ride up the Lake Leman, whose banks are 
bedecked with homes of simple elegance, and through Taud and 
Berne, whose fields are alive with the results of industry, and 
there will be found a civilization ripe and advanced, by no means 
circumscribed to the ehSlet of the peasant, or the hut of the cow- 
herd. Wherever government assures man that he may enjoy 
the fi-uits of his labor, as it does here, where every one is indus- 
trious, comfort, and even elegance, will reign. How different 
are the people here from those in the south or middle of Italy. 
Here industry toils for ever, yet in perfect contentment. There 
is not the ostentatious gayety which dances under the festal gar- 
lands or suiTOunds the bediaened altars of the streets of Naples ; 
but there is a quiet, substantial air of happiness, such as Gold- 
smith pictured in his ' Traveller,' when, from one of these moun- 
tain summits, he surveyed mankind in search of the true philo- 
sophy of life. "Whether it be the tidy peasant girl in her white 
bodice, partly hid in dark velvet, knitting at dusk in the door 
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of the cottage ; whether it be the elderly dame who rears her 
top-knot of blaok gauze in the form of a cap of EUzahetlian style, 
bidding you, with a smile, good-day ; whether you are saluted in 
Freneli or German, by Catholic or Protestant, whether by the 
cordial inn-keeper or the obliging vetturino-driyer, — there ia the 
same blandness of manner and kindness of spirit manifested and 
felt. 

It would repay ns but little to trayel without soeiHg aomo- 
thing besides material prospects. It is well to see the spirit of 
the people, in their every-day life and conversation. More 
glorious than snow-clad mounts, more harmonious than cascades, 
rises the soul of a people, informed with the true feeling of con- 
tentment, and conscious of their individual independence. This 
is our impression of the Swiss. When we saw inaoribed over 
the quaint portal which led us into the confederation hall at 
Geneva, " The children of Tell shall ever be blessed !" when we 
saw the simple and unostentatious places for the meeting of the 
people and for the deposit of their suffrages ; when we saw in 
their manly air the idea of personal liberty, embodied and ex- 
pressed ; when we looked iipon the cultivated landscape, and 
into the busy workshops, then we felt that we were not in 
a land which is under the dominion of irresponsible powers, 
but breathing the air of republicans, who have an account with 
God, truth, and theit country ; and we felt too tliat there was a 
strange remissness on the part of the American Hepublic, in 
not providing an ambassador to this mountain sisterhood of 
states, whose presenoe and countenance should shine as an en- 
couragement and a hope to the people amid the surroniiding 
tyrannies. But when we listened to the lofty spirituality of 
D'AubignS, the Homer to Luther, who was the Achilles of the 
Eeformation ; when we walked with him along the grassy marge 
of the placid lake, where he resides, and saw in his soul the re- 
flection of the mountain thoughts which towered above the 
ordinary level of life's esperience ; when we caught the deep 
meaning which beamed from his expressive eye, as he talked of 
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the Cliiirch and State, of tte relations of the former to the lat- 
ter, and of the ahusea which Bpring from tKeir union ; when Lo 
spoke of Ti'uth as superior to Protestantism, we felt that there 
was yet in Switzerland a something more exoellent ttan all the 
hierarehiea of the South and East, and even grander than the 
republicanism of the mass. I wondered not that Switzerland 
was a republic, and that from her emanated such powerful 
spiritual influences. Here, where John Knox lived, after being 
banished by a Stuart ; here, where the Regicides, or many of 
them, lived after the Restoration ; here, where our Puritanism 
imbibed its austere spirit of personal accountability, there lives 
in as noble forms aa when Farel preached, CEcolampadius rea- 
soned, or Calvin and Zwingle taught and ruled, the genuine 
spirit which ever protests against absorbing the individual in 
the State or in the hierarchy. Dr. Malan, and Merle D'Au- 
bigne are the truest embodiment of this spirit living ; and that 
too without the intolerance which stained the name of Calvin, 
or the love of secular power which now weakens the Protestant 
Church as at present connected with the State in fteneva. 

It seemed as if we were coming home when we started for 
Geneva. Here were our letters, and here were some friends to 
whom 1 had the kindest introductory letters from a classmate, 
whohadsoughtinGenevathefountain-headof Calvin ism, and while 
quaffing its waters, had plucked an Alpine flower (a daughter of 
Uie celebrated Dr. Malan), and had borne it to America, where I 
saw him with his bride, fall happy, at New Brunswick. To them 
we were indebted for so cordial a greeting from the venerable 
Doctor and his talented family. 

Dr. Malan is one of the leaders of Protestantism in Europe, 
which has always found its front and lead in Geneva. I would 
refer the curious reader to Dr. Cheever for an animated and 
glowing eulogy upon his amiable character. It is not over- 
wrought. How kind is his mien, with his bright eye and elastic 
step (though he is eighty), and flowing white hair. He seems 
like one of the Evangelists returned to earth. Since 1810, he 
has been a noble soldier amid the most trying crosses. 
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But most I enjoyed my visit to Dr. Merle D'Aubigng, author 
uf the History of the Beformation. His residence is upoa tjie 
shores of clear placid Leman, which wooed Byron to ' leave 
life's troubled waters for a purer spring ' — in vain. Our con- 
versation was prolonged for more than an hour, walking {as is 
the hospitable eustom here) under the shade-trees which line 
the water of the blue lake. He is like Dr. Wajland in feature, 
in energy of speech, and in character. There is such a pure 
spirituality in kis presence, such a light of intelligence beaming 
in his black eye, under his long eye-brow, such a persuasiveness 
in his pure, though not perfectly pronounced English, that I 
listened with thrilling delight to his earnest conversation, as if 
it were an hour to be embalmed for ever. In speaking of the 
Bast, and the Gcod-forsaken aspect of the old and favorite land 
of Deity, he changed his mournful tone into one of living energy 
as he sMd, " 'BvA—the Spirit of Almighty God knows no locality ! 
li'or well saith Luther, (how he loves to quote the hero of his 
history,) they who do not cherish the seed when it is sown in 
their midst, it must — ^nust die out. &od ordains it !" Re- 
gretfully I left these choice men of the Protestant world, to 
feel, if not to see, their shadowy contrast at Femey, where we 
visited the house, tomb, and old elm tree of Voltaire. We 
walked down the green arbor of beech {it is nearly 300 yards 
long), where the Infidel shrivelled and sneered, as he dictated 
his godless sentiments to his secretary. The arbor commands 
the view of Mont Blane and his range. The house is being re- 
paired, and the relics of Voltaire removed. The church he 
erected over his tomb, is now — a carriage house I 

How infinite in its influence is the intellectual power 
which clustered in former times around Lake Leman. Not alone 
that infernal aatanic sneer which lived on the lip and flashed in 
tlie antitheses of the arch infidel of Eerney; not alone the attract-- 
ive sentimentality and social principles which were the seed of 
the French Revolution, and which filled the novels and imprint- 
ed the ' Social contract ' of Rousseau, whose liome, where he lived 
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with Madame De Wareus at the head of the late flear Vevay, 
we saw ; not alone the learned aad philosophic influence of Gib- 
bon, who, amid the green bowors which shade the city of Lau- 
sanne, and along the delicious margin of the lake, turned over 
pages of Latin which none but the schoolmen of the middle ages 
had read, in order to write the decline of the Koman power, and 
to array hia immense stores against the holiest of Eeligions ; 
not alone, these elements of Eevolution, Godliness, and Anarchy ; 
biit, thani God ! the elements of construction and inspiration, 
more lasting than tomes of learning, more beautiful than senti- 
ment, all invincible to satire, were here — mirrored in thy crystal 
waters. Oh Leman, even as Mont Blanc, with his summit of 
purity high reaching into heaven, is there reflected. Here was 
nursed and cultured that Puritanism, which was the chief cause 
of the American Revolution. Here that Protestantism grew 
which shook the Vatican ; and hero still, with Malan, Gaaasen 
and B'Aubigne, grows the spirit of the Pilgrim Fathers, which, 
purer than that of Calvin, seeks to sever the State from the 
Chnrch, and will never he ensanguined with the blood of a Ser- 
vetus. Whole nations, constitutions, and revolutions, had their 
germs planted by the intellects who studied, wrote, and lived 
upon these beautiful shores. 

"We saw the house of John Calvin in Geneva, which (strange 
mutation !) now overlooks the theatre, which he so despised, and 
an ice-eream saloon, which in defiance of his sumptuary laws 
rises under his window. If the Genevese have not the stern re- 
ligion of their , ancestors, yet, as Dr. Malan remarked, God is 
shaking the sieve, and pearls are appearing, not mere Protestants, 
but true men. 

Madame dc Stftel at Coppet found a congenial place, and 
even yet it speaks of the taste and elegance of the author of 
Corinne. We walked down its leaiy promenades by its bub- 
bling brooks, around its time-honored Chateau, and even around 
the chapel where beside her father, the ill starred Minister, M. 
Neckar, her dust reposes. What a magnificent woman was she I 
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What a cotemporary of Napoleon ! The wi I w f P n de 
Stael, one of her deacendants, lives in the Chat Isl was n 

Paris, and the building was in process of repa r 

Geneva and its beantifnl environs constitut a complete n il 
city. Owing to its mrality, it scarcely seemB oun s bed as 
far up as tho Castle of Chillon, out of who 1 J I on 
Byrou evoked such ' f t b i d 1 th J 

upon the one side an A 

While at Geneva 
the Arve and Eho D 

tallest stilts of his g 

The furious Arvo, w 

gorges, and which ro B m d 

along without ming g R ff 

river from that whic L 

it darts away clear a mm 

this the Rhone. H w mm 

tain elf in the aerial p g L L 

It is owing to the p as Hum h D 

thought, that Leman te 

parently beautiful. L m 

boat, which stopped at each village upon the banLs. Mountain 
scenes still hung in the distant air, almost forgotten amidst the 
profasion of beauty which Art, the handmaiden of Nature, has 
strewn along the shore. Como has a half wild and rocky beaaty ; 
Maggiore is still wilder, answering as a preface to the Alps ; 
Leman has all the softness and finish of loveliness. She is 
Beauty adorned, and wearing the adornment with a natural- 
ness that Rousseau knew how to paint, and Byron, even in his 
roughest temper, to feel. 

At the head of the Lake, near Vevay, the great St, Bernard 
shone in his cloud and snow garments, with a noble mien and a 
halo encircling his brow, bespeaking the first in command under 
Blanc ! He rules the plains of Italy, as well as those of Swit- 
zerland, when the Monarch retires within his pavilion of clouds. 
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A curious bass-relief is that upon the Cathedral at Fribourg, 
which represents St, Peter and the Devil winnowing mankind 
from their several thrones. The latter personage also appears 
with a hog's head and a big basket on his back, chock full of 
sinners, whom he is turning into a seething caldron, stirred up 
by imps, and into a crocodile's mouth, opening wide. Again 
there is a pair of scales held up, with souls in it, and an imp 
hanging to one side, to make it kick the beam in favor of perdi- 
tion. Surely John Bunyan has a rival in allegory in this artist. 
Bough in execution, it may be ; but more expression than I can 
tell. Yet not more curious than the clock we saw to-day at 
Berne. Who would not have laughed to have seen us, with a 
dozen other travellers, German students, soldiers, English and 
French, waiting, with a pain in the neck, to see it strike ? Well, 
the hour came. Up rises a rooster, flaps his wings, Cock-a- 
doodle-doo-oo-oo ! Ha I ha I ha I ha I roar the astonished idlers. 
Out rush a company of bears, (the national brute of Berne ; they 
keep several hundred at public expense; we saw their dens;) 
some on horseback, some with swords, all looking most quizzical 
and grotesque ; when — pause — then an odd gentleman in knight- 
ly armor, a ghost of the middle ages, beats the hour in the 
tower above, while an old fellow who sits above the bears, opens 
his mouth and nods his head, as the stroke falls, and gradually 
turns over au hour-glass in his hands. Surely we are coming 
into Germany now. Indeed, the yaw and nm,7i begin to an- 
nounce the fact, had we no curious horologuea to tell it. 

None but a German, although a Swiss, could like a bear. 
Why? If the reader cannot tell, read on ! — Every where, — on 
the coins, at the fountains, upon the crackers and gingerbread, 
stuffed in the Museum, and alive climbing trees and in their 
dens at Berne, — is Bruin, the pet of the people and the glory of 
art. The French carried off some two hundred bears to Paris, 
and put them in the Jardin des Plantes, in 1798; but they 
were demanded back with as much ceremony by Berne, as were 
franchises by other nations. 
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We may bo said to have fairly entered Grerman Switzerland, 
wlicn WG cross the great bridge at Fribourg. This bridge, by 
the way, deserves a notice. It spans the Saarine river, which 
mna into the Rhine below Schaffhausen. It is a wire-Biispen- 
sion, and has the longest single caryo of any in the world, not 
even excepting Menai, near Liverpool. Menai ia 580 feet long, 
130 feet high ; that of ]?riboiirg is 941 feet long and 180 feet 
high. It commands a magniflcent prospect ; though we did not, 
on account of the drizzle, see imich more than the beautiful vale. 

We feared that we should leave Switzerland without a view 
of the Bernese Alps, with their Jungfrau and Wetterhorn, their 
LauterbrQnnen, and Grindenwald. But no ! Scarcely had we 
left Berne, when a few minutes of sunshine cleared the sky, so 
as to permit us a farewell to this magniflcent range, the scene of 
Manfred and WillJam Tell ; the glittering snow peaks whose 
evening hues shine like the gates of heaven to which they ever- 
lastingly aspire. This view from a terrace near Berne, is its 
greatest charm. Although, celebrated as the capital of the 
Cantons, whose Diet is now in session ; although curious for its 
bears, and, like other Swiss towns, for its fountains ; although 
celebrated for its fino streets with paves, roofed above for foot- 
passengers j yet nothing attracts the stranger so much as the 
distant Alps, with their robes of white and peaks of teiror I 

At all times fortunate, we enjoyed the vision. It well suffices 
for a closing view of these capital characters of the Cieator — 
these ' nnambigiious footsteps of the Deity' — written so clearly 
and boldfy over these cantons of freedom. May the litter ever 
be as free from the footsteps of the despot, as Tell would have 
had them, and as the Alps themselves, in their lofty state of 
individual yet linked independence ; and may they be as per- 
manent, too, as those Alps upon their sunless pillars deep in 
earth ! 
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*' FftrewflUi "Wltb Ihj- glad dwelleis, greeD valea among tlio rocka t'^ 

FTPOIJ^ tlw evening of tte SStli of July, the most incient ind 
U wallecl city of Soleure, received us at its greit gite, in 
feudal style, and regaled us with strawherries and cieim fiun 
tains that murmar, and promenades that pleaae. As I writfl at 
the midnight hour, the sweetest of fotmtains, twins m melody 
and in fceauty, hurst near my window beneath the reverend 
forms of Moses smiting the rock, and Gideon wringing the 
fleece, sculptvired in superb style, and guarding the steps which 
lead up to the Corinthian Cathedral before our liotel. 

We visited the interior of the Cathedral. ^Noiselessly we 
walked under its white and chaste canopy of carved stone, and 
amid its silent worshippers. Nought was heard to break the 
religious stillness, save the whisper of the confessing and the 
suppressed bass of the priest in the gloomy confessional. The 
radiant imagts of the Tirgin and ot the Sivioui beamed with mild 
love from the walls d,nd led our heaita awiy from the fastnesses 
and subl mitie'i of natui-e, with which they had become so 
familiar into the aeiener atmosphere of affection The lo^ed 
ones at home "^mikd 10 tearfully and hippily, that, entranced in 
thoughts of them we soon saw with the mental eye, only their 
invisible foims Alter all, there aie no forms we see while 
abroad so eniapturing to behold ■is those which rise impurpled 
in love s owa 1 glit at the heart's warm biddiog Seuljturehath 
no such grace, painting no such w irmth la th tt which mo\ 1 
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and glows around tte Hearth-stone. W m j t li h 
where CalTin lived and died, as we d d G d 1 

tim as a iindred spirit ; we may see w Id f w 1 ua 
ainoe, the hoiiae where Kosciusko lived w! 1 x 1 t th 

land he so loved, and revere his mem y t w th t! t 

of our own Washington ; we may gl w wh 1 nt mpl t ng 
their escellencies, with kindred spark h t t 1 t tl m Id 
and heavenly eye of a Madonna, from th m n t w 11 will 
recall a mother's tenderness and care, 1 w L th fil 1 1 aa" 
and love ; while tearfully will go up th t H wl 

guard, that he will protect from harm d w th t h 
we are hound by the closest ties of earth 

Since writing the foregoing, we have t d th m g 

portion of Switzerland which lies betw S 1 ur 1 B 1 

This morning, we arrived at the latter pi lid t — 1 k 

Soleure, — well walled, with pepper-b s tow u d nd 

protcullises and the other paraphernal a f a f ty f th 

middle ages, which it once was. Inde dtla titt h 
racter. This is the ancient oity which f h d h n nt 

refuge to !Frenoh Protestants, when to b w t 1 b d 

I'arel, Anemand, Baoh, Touissaint and th f nl h t b 

llshed the first general Evangelical Soc ty H th fl d th 
refugees of Lyons and Grenoble, wh h tl ^ d M g t 
Valois, sister to Francis I., attempted m n to h Id It w 
here that Luther's works and the Script w fir t p bl h d 
in French, and here was the first Bible d T t S ty tab 
hshed We had heard that so rel ly t t w th 

descendants of thete Fienoh refugees d f th j t t 
that we could not obtain ingress withm tl wall if th p pi 
were attending -.ervn e But we had nta dwthn 1 alf 
mile of the gite, before we saw a crowd f tw b 1 1 

inllocted aiound a circus, under the t t f wh 1 d n 
hobby horses weie flying around, mount 1 by y j, t w tl 
steels picking off rings as thoy passed . p t t th g t i 
sioc of the elders. We had just left SI wl th 1 m 
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were ringing the people to church, and a sawmill was outting 
timber under the belfrj'e shadow ; we had seen the stores all 
open there, and the peasants cutting their grain and working as 
usual all along the road ; but we were not prepared for such 
impiety at Basle. Shade of Erasmus ! where is your " praise of 
folly V Your coterie of brilliants no longer shines around your 
witty board. Myoonnis, Amherbaoh, Glarean^ — -astute scholars 
and cordial spirits — wKere are they now ? Haye they no voice, 
to sting with satire the degeneracy of these Basle-folk 1 Alas ! 
Erasmus lies in the old Cathedral, with the ungainly picture of 
St. George on horseback piercing the dragon as its fwintispiece ; 
and the noisy city rumbles by, Tjuconseious of the Sabbath, intent 
on pleasure, and unwounded by the satire of the scholar. 

We were down to see the Rhine. It was our first glance at 
this magician. I will not speak of tim yet. The righteous 
people of ancient Basle were not on its bridge ; and you cannot 
eyon truthfully repeat Longfellow's stanza, 

" Thei-e sat one day tit qviet. 

By an ale-house on the Khioe, 
Four Iiale nnd hearty fellows, 
And dnmlc the precious wine." 

The fellows and the wine are not wanting ; but the quiet — 
ail ! one must go fai-ther away from French neighborhood and 
into phlegmatic North- Germany, to find that — at least on a 
Sunday. B^ery body is out pitching quoits, rolling nine-pins, 
drinking wine, listening to music at cafes, and playing the noisy 
Diabolus generally. 

In Switzerland, our mode of travel has been performed by 
means of vetturino — a hired carriage, for which we have 
a special contract, and which we can control as we please. 
Through a country sparkling with cascades and frowning with 
mountains, this ad libitum mode of conveyance is as convenient 
as it is pleasant. The roads every whore are of tlie best 
quality, being in direct contrast witli the roads at home, where. 
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in wet ■weather, off of tlie turnpitea, riita and mud prevail. 
Indeed, all the roads are elegantly MoAdamized. The hotels, 
too, are of the most accommodating kind. At many of them we 
find some one who can speak English, and at all of them some 
one who can speak French. A little Fi-enct to hegin a tour 
with, is a great deal. ■ The image of the rolling snowhall was 
never more applicable than to the study of French hy travelling : 
a basis ia necessary to start with. It was humorous to see 
four Swiss citizens of Benie in our ear going to Heidelberg, 
trying to practise the little English tLey were and had been 
studying. We were the target, and such fires as they made. 
The awkward squad, tipsy with the worst " old ryo," never 
popped at a mark with such abominable inexactitude. We hope 
they will do better before they reach London, whither they are 
bound for the exbibition. We hope, too, that our primary 
efforts at French were not so convulsive to the hearer. 

A goodly number from Germany and Switzerland, are en 
route for London. The exhibition will attract more the nest 
month than it has during any other. Prints of it are in every 
window of every print-shop in all the places wo pass through, 
gazed at with open-eyed wonder, by idlers. It is a constant topic 
of conversation. It is the thcmo of every inquiry. No one was 
so curious as the little lass, of bright eye and dimpled cheek, 
who waited on us at the summit of the SimpJon pass. She had 
helped to make, as she told me, the mammoth cheese ; and was 
estremely anxious to know if I had not noticed it in the palace. 
I told her, nay ; but added that I would look it up on my re- 
turn. A cheese from the milk of cows that eat the grass which 
grows on mounts snow-topped, and 8,000 feet above the flags of 
the glass palace, is a cheese that is not to be passed by indif- 
ferently. To some purpose the glacier melts to irrigate the 
valley — to some purpose doth the grass grow upon the heights 
of the Alps — to some purpose the cow-bell tinkles at evening in 
the vale, Olieese is one of the greatest of the products of 
Switzerland; and every nicety and eare is taken to bring its 
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manufacture to a high state of perfection. Among the most 
noticeable objects in a Swiss and German landseape, is the cot- 
tage, under whose ample straw roof, both the peasant and the 
kine are closely housed. As much cave is taken of the cheese- 
producers as of the cheese- eaters. The proxiraifj of the stable 
and house would not be agreeable to very refined olfactories. 

It is interesting to move around these homes of the Keform- 
ers, to feel the struggle thej felt, to recall the risk thej ran, and 
to glory in their triumphs. Our way northward, will be amidst 
such scenes. And yet while possessed of a different faith, and 
belonging to a country where Protestantism preponderates, we 
should not forget that all-embraeing toleration, which our Con- 
stitution embodies and our national spirit fosters. We have 
seen the rude images of the Saviour hanging to the cross, along 
the "Valley of the Rhone ; have seen in Malta the priest sitting 
at the church door under the sign " Plenaria Indulgenzia ;" have 
seen the Roman people kissing the silver toe of the Madonna ; 
and while shrinking from these modes of devotion so alien to 
our own education and faith, wo know that Gob who soeth the 
heart is their judge, and He only. 
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'■ Here I Blsna, 1 eaunot otlEiwiae. Goillidpmel Amenl" 

f^thgr Tiefore lAe J)Se( nf Woiwib. 

BETWEEN Basle and Heidelberg, which we ran on a rail- 
road, at a cheap rate too, the country ia well cultivated. 
Ploughed grounds, harvest fields, gardens of cabbages, and vines 
without measure, line the way. We begin to enter the region 
of castles. We stopped long enough at the oapitiil of Baden, 
Carlsruho, to admire the beautiftil palace of the Grand Duke, in 
the centre of the city, from which all the streets run as the 
radii of a circle. The valley of J.he Rhine ia wide and level 
until it reaches Heidelberg, where two mountains — rather small 
specimens after being in Chamouni — part to receive a respecta- 
ble city, which, beginning in the plain, runs up between them 
along the Rhone. Heidelberg has associations not a few, Long- 
fellow, in his Hyperion, has inwoven with the old castle which 
BO majestically overlooks the enchanting scenery, some of the 
most pleasing sentiments ; while the mediasval and reformatory 
ages march around its University haUs and invincible ramparts, 
with banners of heroic and classic device. Here a chapter of 
the Augustine order met in 1518, which Luther attended, tra- 
velUng from Wittenberg afoot, drinlting in the scenery, disput- 
ing with Miger, and spreading abroad his bold and then heretical 
doctrines. Here Lis timid co-reformer, the gentle Philip Me- 
lancthon, studied before he began his labors. But most is Hei- 
delberg interesting for tlm castle. We have seen none like it, 
in associations, in beauty, in situation, in environment. We 
rode down the valley, before wo began to ascend its teiglita, 
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and stopped at an enchanting spring called Wolfbrunnen, where 
an enchantress called Jetta, the Cassandra of the Palatinate, 
was torn in pieces bj a wolf, A girl amused us hy throwing min- 
nows to fish of larger fry, who dashed about in the elear waters, 
where they are kept as pets. The speckled trout took my fancy, 
as they darted out of the shadow into the sunlight, snapped a 
little fellow-fish, turned a flip-flap, and evanished. But this 
wolfy place is smal! game, compared to the old red walls, with 
their carved armed knights filling the niches, and the heavy 
battJcments surrounding the gardens, wherein the Electors Pa- 
latine once Insuriated, The castle is a perfect specimen of the 
middle-age architecture, strong with its portcullis, and beautiful 
in its archways and lawns. Statues of the family of the Elec- 
tors are around. But the most interesting part is the English 
palace, built for Elizabeth, granddaughter of Mary, Queen of 
Scots, who mairied the Elector Frederick V, He built the 
noble arch of triumph which may be discerned among the shad- 
ows of the trees, entwined w,ith heavy hangings of ivy, to cele- 
brate the nuptials. It leads to a garden which was tastefully 
arranged for her pleasure. The reader of Mrs, Jameson will 
remember Elizabeth for a Stuart of the deepest dye, as proud 
and zs arrogant as her degradation was beggarly and severe. A 
thick growth of glistening ivy clusters aroiind each old wall, and 
enwraps with its trunk the stones of the ruins, as with bands of 
iron. The view of the country, of the Kaiser's Stuhl, of the 
three towers of Manheim down the vale, and of the tree-clad 
hills toward the Oberland, is bewitching under the red glow of 
the sinking sun. More especially is it fine after the dim eclipse 
which the orb has been suffering during the afteraoon, and 
which wo, with others at onr hotel, through smoked glass, and in 
tubs of water, have curiously observed. 

The height of the tower is near 1,500 feet. We passed 
through the prison, into the ehapel, out npon the terraces of 
stone which overlook the vale, and afford a view of the magnifl- 
ceut front with its traceries of fruit and foliage, its statues and 
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antique heads. The front rises in three portions, each capped 
ivith a statue. 

I should not forget the wine casks of the cellar, the largest 
of which eontaLns 800 hogsheads ! It is 36 feet long and 24 
feet high. When it is filled, the lada and lasses have a danee 
upon the ' platform on top. With so much wine under one's 
heels, one ought to trip it with wonderful vivacity, if not with 
grace. The cask is a wonder, only exceeding by a few feet its 
younger sister in the room hard by. 

I have too much to write, and too little time to say it, to 
dwell long even in Heidelberg, with its students, its views, and 
its history. As a curious relic of the era, when Germany was 
united to the empire, and when the Palatinate had a large voice 
in the choice; of an era when chivalry poised its lance and 
lived in feudal towers, it stands unrivalled. An edifice, rival- 
ling the castle in elegance, now stands in the city of Heidel- 
berg, but it is a vulgar railroad station ; and although its 
gardens display fine taste, its columns rise in harmony, and its 
rooms are decorated finer than ever was lady's bower in the feu- 
dal day — yet the soft twilight of antiquity is not on them. The 
coa! smoke of the locomotiye is not a very choice medium of 
beauty. A day and a half exhausted Heidelberg, and we were 
soon pushing onward through Darmstadt, a oity situated among 
liiUs, studded with castles, where Charlemagne and his barons 
lield their court. 

The vine and tobacco ; (oh ! Eatherland, what oblivion dwells 
in these your staples !) peasant women harvesting wheat with 
small knives, and men cutting grass with scythes that gave no 
bend to the body ; with alternation of green and golden fields, 
adorned with no stake or rider, indeed no fence at all — these in 
fast succession are passed, untU the Maine, with Frankfort upon 
it, and a bridge leading over it, appeared. 

This is a city that looks busineas-Iike. No lazy lazza- 
joni or sleepy Italians here. Bustle and industry indicate the 
old free town. Fine streets and houses indicate the presence of 
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the Banliera and Ambassadora of QermaDy. We were not long 
in being hotellecl, nor in seeking the curious. We found tlie 
latter in tiie Libraiy, upon the Maine hank, a splendid structure 
containing twenty thousMid hooks, together with the portraits of 
Luther, and his most excellent wife Katharine. The latter was 
so modest, and nun-like, so devout and simple-hearted in her 
appearance, compared to the gruff and hai'sh reformer, that wo 
could not wonder at the docility of the latter under her gentle 
tuition, and the tender lamb-like letters he used to write her, 
when off from home, talking of indulgences and reformation. In 
the same glass case is shown his shoes — and rough ones too. 
The poorest American {if he has any) has a better pair than had 
the learned Doctor Martin. Not particularly fond of the beau- 
tiful material, hut of the beautiful spiritual, was the braTO old 
heart. His writings would indicate that, if his shoes had no 
meaning. We saw here his autograph, and two letters written 
by him, by the side of a letter of Melancthon, and one of Na- 
poleon. 

What momentous results have emanated from the bold action 
of the poor miner's son of Eisleben — the humble Augustine 
Eriar Martin ! With the World against him, empires threaten- 
ing to devour him, — the thunders of the Vatican aimed at hia 
destruction, he remained firm and invincible. We have placed 
his bold declaration at the head of our chapter on Germany ; 
because he is the most G-erraan man in history. He had all the 
virtues and faults of the German nature. Dreamy in his mys- 
ticism, he was still an actor in the most severe trials of life, A 
fine scholar, he nevertheless was eminently social. His social 
disposition is one of the moat beautiful traits in his character. 
It is said of him, that though he could scold like a fish-wife, he 
could be soft as a tender maiden ; sometimes as wild as the storm 
that uproots the oalc, and then aa gentle as the zephyr that dal- 
lies with the violet. Nowhere is his kindly disposition so mani- 
fest as in his epistles to his good wife Katharine, while absent 
from home, T cannot refrain from referring to those, while gnz- 
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ing Upon the portraits of the Iiappy twaia in the Library. One 
of his letters, and perliaps the one we saw, is addressed "to my 
Gracious Lady, Katharine Luther, of Bora and Zulsdorf, near 
Wittenberg ; my Sweetheart. Gra«e and Peace, my dear maid 
stud wife I Your grace shall know we are here, God he praised I 
fresh and Bound ; eat like Bohemians ; yet not to eseess — guzale 
like Gei-mans — yet not much ; but are joyful." Another is ad- 
dressed, " To the rich Lady at Zulsdorf, Lady Katharin Luther- 
iu,— bodily resident at Wittenbei-g, and mentally wandering at 
Zulsdorf, — my beloved, for her own hands." Another still ia 
reply to an anxious letter of his wife's ; " To the deeply learned 
Katharin Lutherin, my Gracious Housewife at Wittenberg — 
I>octoress — S elf-Marty ress, my Gracious Lady for her hands and 
feet. Grace and Peace in the Lord, deai- Kate ! Do thou read 
John and the little catechism. For thou must needs care before 
thy God, just as if he were not Almighty and could not create ten 
Doctor Martins, if the single old n w t d wn n the Soale, 
or the Ovenhole, or WoK's Vog Ih d L me n p oe with 
thy anxiety. I have a batter gialanthn h u a d all the 
angds are. Therefore be in pea I Am n I 

What a rough disguise ia h f tl u t tend affection. 
The man of logic and fierce d bat n play ng with the 

heart-strings of home, and tinting w th th th b r reali- 

ties of his life and its mission ; an 1 wh h U ay that the 'Great 
Reformer does not appear more 1 ly n h lit n a onnt of 
this tenderness and affection ?Hwd lywths good 

nun-wife seems in the portrait, h 1 h f d y t ^ed hus- 
band-Doctor. The first is dre d w th nun 1 n close 
folds enveloping her head ; a da k f m ntl n t ng her per- 
son, except the open front, which ai n d w th wl te lace 
habit ; ruffles encirling her neck I wh htog th wthth mantle 
are caught and fastened by cord and tassels, while her delicate 
little hands are meekly foHed across her lap ; and her whole ap- 
pearance is in contrast with the burly Reformer, in his monkish 
hat and gown. These portraits are the only authentic ones 
known to exist, and in consequence are prised pricelossly. 
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The statue of Goethe, who lived and died here, which is seen 
in the vestibule to the library, is by Marchesi, and is so eom- 
manding in the intelleotual sphere within which, it sits like Jove 
enthroned amid the circle of Olympus, that it enthrals the he- 
holder at the first glance. It ia of Carrara marble. A larger 
image of the great poet ia placed among the trees of a promenade, 
and is of bronze. It represents him ae holding the wreath of 
literary fa,me, and dressed in the modern costume which appears 
neueath the ancient flowing toga. The bass-reliefs below are 
emblematic and appropriate. Well may Frankfort place promi- 
nently before her citizens the form of the great man of modem 
Germany. The intellectual power which commands yonr admi- 
ration, from the marble featnres of Goethe, is immense. The 
many-sided man of the world, knowing, restlesSj subtle, omitting 
no means or avenue to the human heart ; at once sarcastic and 
facetious, thrilling and tender, wild and sublime, — Goethe, has 
embodied in language a spirit and an essence which ha? for ever 
imprinted its influence upon literature. Whethei he seeks to 
eshifoit all that is most terrific and demoniac m natuie by the 
creation of Mephistophiles j or whether, like the demon, he as- 
sumes every phase of human nature, — he is still the peerless in- 
tellect, — the mental apex, having sixty millions of Germans for 
its base. 

Busts of Goethe are to be seen in the shop windows, and re- 
presentations of his genius are at every square There is a fine 
emblem of his poetic inspiration in the library where the poet 
is represented on the winged horse soaring ■ihove Olympus, 
sweeping the regions of the unknown, and visiting woild ifter 
world by the might of his genmi Anothei statue, prized very 
much by the people of F» mkfort, is thjt which illustrates the 
beautiful myth of Ariadne It represents hei at the culrama 
ting point of her histoij, when deserted by Theseus Theseus 
was sent, with othei Athenian prisoners, to be devoured by the 
centaur, in the midst of the kbjrintli of Mmos. He was enabled, 
by the aid of Ariadne, the daughter of Minos, to get into and 
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out of the labyrinth by a thread ; aad promised, for his release, 
to wed and carry off the nymph as his bride. He wedded ; then 
deserted her while she was sleeping, Bacchus became enamored 
of her, in the lOTeliness of her woe, and made her immortal. 
The statue represents her after she has been wedded to immor- 
tality in the person of tho God of the Vineyard. She is seated 
upon the leopard of Bacchus, with proud and beautiful mien, 
conscious of the celestial ichor which now bouada in her veins I 
This statue is exhibited by its owner, Mr, Bethingen, at hia 
princely residence, amidst a number of inferior marbles and 
casts. 

But above aU the results of German art, and incomparably 
superior to any painting we have yet seen in Europe (always 
excepting the Transfiguration), is the painting at the Museum 
by Leasing, known as " Huas before the Council of Constance." 
The ill-fated, but true-souled reformer, is represented amidst a 
group of sensual cardinals, priests and curious lookers on, some 
jeering, othera intent upon his words of new life, others astounded 
at his boldness; but all yielding in effect to the superior air of 
Huss, who stands unappalled, with one hand upon hia heart, tlie 
other upon the Word, and with the majeaty and earnestness of a 
deep-scateci perauaaion, invincible as tho soul itself to the threat- 
enings of man, and lofty in the full oonsciouaness of its immortal 
nature ! 

Huss was a light that beamed so brightly in the surrounding 
gloom, that it could not long remain. He leaped at once to the 
grandest truths. He did not, like Luther even, daOy with old 
errors long after he had received new truths. When driven out 
of Prague into Bohemia, what said he ? "I am no dreamer, but 
of this I am certain, that the image of Christ only will never 
be effaced. I, awakening from tho dead, will leap with great 
joy." The artist has not made him a man of dreams, but of 
massive, wakeful mind, -svith pale high brow, a deep and mild, 
yet heavenly beaming eye, and sustained with the consda. recti 
of a lofty spiritual independence, There is a species of abstrao- 
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tion in tLe coiinteiiaiiee that speaks of the monld of the man ; 
aud an air of superiority in his very humility, that almost awes 
you, as if it were a presence and a power. And is not the 
highest reach of art owing to the presence of powerful thought, 
seeking oomniuuioa through the eye and mind with the death- 
less essence within? Does not Huas, from the canvas, tell us 
of trial, study, patience, opprobrium, and as the crown — glory, 
if not here, then hereafter ? 

His mournful history is a painful commentary upon the per- 
jury of royal and ecclesiastical power, which had given him a 
solemn and written assurance of protection, and broke their 
promise, in order to rejoice around the eraoliling flames that 
consumed the body, but could not harm the soul of one of the 
noblest martyrs of Christendom, 

The Cathedral in Frankfort has no merit as a structure. 
One of the Emperors reposes in it ; and some fifty of them were 
therein orowned. "We sat in the old chair in which their august 
majesties used to sit, but found no particular virtue in the ope- 
ration. The Romer, or town-house, should never be omitted, 
especially by one who is fond of tracing back to its sonrce in the 
German forests, the origin of that race which broke down the 
Koman power, united France, Germany, and Italy under one 
great head, penetrated Britain with its Saxon arm, and is fast 
rescuing the wilds of the western world from the dominion of 
Nature, and of the Spaniard. What an energy, a will, a steady 
unbroken perseverance burned in the old German tribes I You 
will find ^em all knit into the stalwart frames and proudly- 
rough bearing of Charlemagne and his successors, as they look 
down from their panels in the old Banqueting Hall of the 
town-house. The costumes are preserved, and underneath are 
the mottoes of each, in Latin, which speak much of justice and 
rectitude, but every where of boldness and decision in maintain- 
ing their right. 

These portraits are by Lessing, Bendemann, and other emi- 
nent artists of Germany. The Hal! is in the shape of a rhom- 
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fcoid, and is the place where the Emperors were waited upon hy 
the Itings aod princes at the festivities. We went into the Elee- 
tion Chamber, where the senate of Frankfort now meeta, and 
where of old the electors met to choose the Emperor. The 
honor of Emperor was long monopoiiaed by the house of Hapa- 
burg, now the ruling house of Austria. One among the many 
blessings which Napoleon coBfeiTod upon Europe, was the 
breaking up of tiiis German Empire, with its hosts of Princes, 
Dukes, and Kings. There is now in the German 'mind an in- 
tense longing for a reunion, but not under the old rulers. The 
tie which so long gave unity to Germany grew weaker with 
time, in proportion as Prussia and Austria grew powerful and 
jealous of each other. Frederick the Great first suggested the 
idea of a separate union of Prussia with the other German 
States, except Austria. Ever since, Prussia has endeavored to 
render the policy of Austria impotent. Fear of Napoleon al- 
layed for a time the hatred of Austria and Prussia ; but in 1792 
Prussia, by the treaty of Basle, secured for itself peace, whUe 
Austria was left to rejoice ia such equivocal blessings as Morea- 
go, Austerlitz, and Hohenlinden furnished. Prussia grew strong ; 
Austria poor. In 1815, when Bonaparte fell, a German confed- 
eration, with Austria and Prussia for its head, and four free 
towns, of which Frankfort was one, at the other extremity, was 
formed, and regulated by a Diet which here assembled. It soon 
became the puppet of Austria and Bussia. The fevers of 1848 
disturbed somewhat this one-sided amicable game of priaces ; 
and a crisis was prodiiced which called for constitutions and a 
union of the sixty millions of Germans under one great Nation- 
ality, with Liberty as its soul I But you know how things then 
eventuated. The King of Prussia might have made himself the 
Saviour of Germany ; but the golden time culminated and set ; 
and Liberty still remained— a dream of the Universities — a play- 
mate of the ocean waves and wild winds, with no practical home 
in this splendid land. Weak, eccentric and reckless, showing at 
times excellent pluck, and again humiliating himself between 
15 
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Russia and Austria — Frederick William, the King of Prnsaia, 
consented to be viitually crushed at Warsaw in the Schleswig 
difficulty, and at a time, too, when the people of Prussia were 
aroused with the finest spirit, and when absolutism again trem- 
bled for its power. Shall Giemiaiiy ever reduce her ideal liberty 
to practical suffrages and legislatures, without this everlasting 
military and royal pageantry ? We trust that their good day 
will dawn. How many Germans in America now pray for the 
saipe benison on their Fatherland 1 

Before leaving Frankfort, I should not forget the visit we 
made to Luther's house, which, with the portrait and the in- 
scription, still remain over the doorway, near the town-honse, 
and but a few steps from the two fountains, which, upon ancient 
coronation days, when the empire was at its zenith, ran with 
white and red wine for the populace. Neither should I forget 
the scarlet cloth at the Eomer, which, upon the same day of re- 
joicing, the Emperor walked upon to the Oathedral, and which 
the people had the privilege of cutting off, piece by piece, as he 
passed, to the sad jeopardy of a royal pair of heels. 

We leave Frankfort for the North in the morning. Our 
purchases of glass and pictures, our view of the city, with its odd 
houses, its scaly tiles, its mirrors before the windows reflecting 
the street in the room, its fine railroad stations, and its hearty, 
industrious, good-natured people, is finished, and we are off for 
Mayence, to take a boat for the Rhine beauties and Cologne. 
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As we shake hands at Frankfort, let us not imitate those old 
gentlemen we saw at the station, wbo embracing, kiss each 
other three or four times upon each cheek with all the enthu- 
siastic smack of a girl just from her hoarding-Bchool. Let us 
not disturb either that life-and-death parting between the dra- 
goon and his lady love, perhaps his wife, whose ckubby cheeks 
hang in close prosimity to an abyss of hair upon his upper and 
nether facial department. But in true American style, blow 
your whistle, not the horn as here, and under the supervision 
of one conductor, not sis to a train as here, dash over the track 
to Majence, at which we must most curiously look, and why 1 
Because it was the home of the proud old electors ? Pshaw I We 
are tired of such antiques. Nor of the luxurious canons either, 
who here, amid enormous revenues, returned to the Pope the 
ungracious and impudent answer, when reproved by him for 
their worldly habits, that they had more wine than was needed 
for mass, and not enough to turn their mills. No, no, for wines 
and vines are becoming common, very ; but because it was the 
home of two great minds— Walpoden, who liberated trade from 
the duties which each robber in his feudal castle exacted from 
the merchant, by his active efforts in forming the Rhenish, after- 
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wards the Hanseatic league ; and Gutemberg tie discoverer 
of printing — the ' Dermiurgiia of the woi'ld,' the true leveller of 
man. The people of Majence have erected a statue to the lat- 
ter, and in this age, when unfettered traffic ia becoming appre- 
ciated, a suitable monument to the former might not be inappro- 
priate. 

It rained as we passed through Majence, so that we barely 
got a glimpse of its towers before we were ushered into a Rhine 
steamer, and were plowing its yellow waters with arrowy ra- 
pidity. 

Now, if you espeot a panorama of the Rhine from my pen, 
you are doomed to be disappointed — agreeably ; for I will not 
inflict a description. You should have seen oui' party alive — 
literally and emphatically, to this Rhine scenery. What makes 
it so attractive 1 Ah ! there I am at a loss. It is not altogether 
the strange towns walled to the water's edge, and leading out 
to the river under old archways in ruin, with their quaintly paint- 
ed houses ; it is not altogether the shelving lawns and the har- 
vest and green fields ; not altogether the tall, terraced vineyards 
rising from the river among rocks to the altitude of fifteen hun- 
dred feet ; although all these are beautiful indeed. It is not alto- 
gether the changing prospect ahead, by which the river widens 
into a magic lake seemingly without outlet, and crowned upon 
its margin with castles of the middle ages, which jut out, and 
point upward amid crags that seem hung in air, and twisted in 
every shape ; it is not altogether the dim old traditions which 
haunt these spots, some purple with wild loves, others red with 
bloody hate, others black with devilish deeds ; it is not alogether 
the nunneries, the palaces of kings and emperors, the green isles, 
and bridges of boats, nor the Gothic churches hid beneath the 
shadow of these Rhenish strongholds ; it is not the dance of Bac- 
chus, Ceres, and Pomona, from hill to hill ; not the magic echo 
which is repeated fifteen times from the gun and horn of the 
shore j not the romantit prance of the steeds of the soldiers 
wending thoir way along tlie little road of the banks ; not the 
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spot where Bluclier's army hailed the Rhine after they had drank 
themselves drunk with the blood of the retreating French at 
Waterloo ; not the " two hrothera," rival crags — the seven sis- 
1 k m d t th g it rafts of the Ehine ; not 

J p ft tuT wl h h t k our approach to CoblontZj 

t df w! 1 f tj 1" t gl y t ets the scream of agony 
1 th k b t J th f ghted air ; not that range 

f t w mb d '^ g upon an eminent crag that 

I g b th Eh , m wh ent balls the royal house 

of Prussia recently received Victoria ; not Coblentz itself, the 
Rhenish Gibraltar, with the Draohenfels, and the other ais moun- 
tains, whose battlements no iron shower could ever quell; not 
even the classic isle near Weissenthura, where the French cross- 
ed in 1797, and where Csesar, as every aehool-boy well remem- 
bers, crossed upon his famous bridge, pictures of which Anthon 
has introduced into his edition to gratify the youthful curiosity, 
irasatisfied with the knotty text ; not the ' banks of the blue Mo- 
zelle ,' nor the rickety old ruin called the Devil's House ; not all 
these severally, bnt all these collectively, form a complete scene, 
where romance struggles with industry, where beauty rises up 
into ■ grandeur, and where a heritage of legendary lore floats 
around and above them ail in strange, dreamy lustre. There is 
one spot nearly opposite the Draohenfels, around which romance 
has woven an entrancing story, as simple as It is touching. The 
artist has represented it in the beautiful vignette upon our title 
page. Prom the picture, the relative position of mountain, crags, 
river, isle, nunnery, and road may be seen ; and thus the eye may 
aid the imagination in grouping a scene whose physical charm 
is enhanced by a legend, which, for the honor of our kind, we 
hope is not altogether the offspring of fiction. The spot is con- 
secrated to the memory of a brave knight, Roland, who built 
upon the lofty crown of the mountain a tower which overlooks 
an isle to which his lady love retired. Bulwer thus tells the 
legend \- — Roland goes to the wars. A false report of his death 
reaches his betrothed. She retires to the convent in the isle of 
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Nunnenworth, whicli yet exists as the gn tt p nt t an 1 
takes the irrevoeable veil, lloland rtnhn fihlwfh 
glory and hope, to find that the very fid 1 ty f h ^ i th d 
had placed an eternal harrier between th m H b It th tl 
that bears his name, and which overl k tl e m na t y an 1 
dwelt there till his death ; happy in th p w t 1 1 1 
even to the last, upon the walls which hldthtan hhl 
lost. 

There is a mournful tenderness ab t th 1 g d wh 1 tl 
scene seems to reflect. Indeed, the wh 1 m g n f th III 
is instinet with a mournful influence, wh 11 j t n m 
strives to repel. 

The romance of the Rhine ends before you reach. Cologne j 
and when you reach that city — Oh \ spirit of Colericlge — what 
a mire I what a hole ! We reached there in a drizzle, and left 
in a drizzle,— not very favorable ciiciim stances under whieh to 
view a town, celebrated in the finest transcendental muse for 
its filth. Tho city looked well from the river, but when once in 
the streets, there was nothing but sloppiness, dirtiness, and mud- 
dinese, intolerable ; splashed by boys, drays and horaeSj draggled 
by women's dresses, and odorous with every imaginable scent, 
prime and distinguishable among which is the — eau de Cologne ! 
Oh ! yo nymphs of Mud, and muses of Dirt ! I distinctly call 
upon you. to blot out from my mind tho memory of Cologne. If a 
man wishes to insult me, let him revive that memory by putting 
a bottle of the' eau under my nose— if he dares ! 

The city has a heritage of Uoman renown. Many old mon- 
uments romain of tlie former rulers, and, until within a recent 
period, the ' better sort' were in the habit of calling themselves 
patricians, as descended from the Roman families. Napoleon 
disturbed these little fooleries, among a good many others. The 
unfinished Cathedral looms up from a great distance, as we dash 
away towards Ais-la-Chapelle — brilliant contrast of Cologne — 
whicli we reach by cars over a dead-level land, covered with 
Nature's richest gold-dust, viz., tho golden wheat. Neat as was- 
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w rk, ckgaDt and white, are the striot^ of th ■5 city It 13 one 
of the magnifieent hathiDg establi'jhmenta of which Geiimny 
loasta In some respei'ts it should nut hoast Cuiiosity led 
ns to see its famous gambling hell Lnown is the Reioute It 
was ht up m royil style Whm we went m a hrilliant assem 
blage were m the eoiiTeisation room, listening to a concert of 
Itall^n muBit In other rooms the tmkhng of the Napoleon'* 
and thalert lesoundud while the deep silence was broken by the 
singsong tune of the bjiikers at the rouge etnoir and roulette 
tiblet of the other lOom' We enter There aie loungeis on 
tlegmt fcoias Lamps shadod with green hght up in elegant 
table, at which a respei^t,ible guy heid presides and around 
whn,h the assistants aul betters are langod Kii the ime, tioia, 
cinrLue, turn up hnLtesstully 01 otherwise the littli rakes Imsily 
push around tJio gold, Bibei, and notes O(.(,ibioiial bitters 
stmdup the icgulars are seated, with knit biows ind tiem 
blm^ hands pricking then memoranda, in vain attempting to 
head the bmk, which, howevui Fortune may smile, must ulti 
matcly, by a surety as demonstrable as Eitclid, moreise ita 
revenues so much per cent Lidies, finely dressed, were tbeie, 
playmg with more sangpmd than the men One Yankee might 
be discerned, with a flush of good luck upon his cheek, and the 
marks of verdancy in his actions,— the observed of all observers. 
He had begun with a thaler ; was lucky, doubled each time he 
won ; and thus regaining all he lost, he continued to add to his 
store, until it became so cumbrous that he was obliged to, and 
did, in the flurry of excitement, occasionally use his hat as a 
reservoir. Some one observed, in a whisper, that he must soon 
stake his hat ; but, shrewd to the last, be quit with a hat-fuII — 
enough to pay his way to a land where such gigantic splendors 
of Sataa are not lioeuBed by government nor patronized by the 

One cannot leave such a place without the reflection that 
here is a deeper sin than that which tinkles upon the ear and 
glitters upon the retina. To see so much money pass from hand 
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to hand, grasped by ttiG trembling flngers of age and the eager 
sweep of youth, or gathered into the coffers of tho banters, — to 
know that this ia the representatiye of labor, winng out of the 
soil and the husbandmen of Rhenish Prussia, — ' must give lis 
pause.' Conies it from the great estates of the German nobles, 
who floek here to the hatha ? Is it bled by the patient vine- 
dresser from the terraced hills of the llhine? It matters not; 
whoever thus squanders, does man — suffering man — and aveng- 
ing G-od, disservice and great wrong. 

What a condemnation of this frivolity frowns from the old 
Cathedral and the town-house of Ais, where Charlemagne and 
the emperors once trod, with no soft and downy step, seeking 
pleasui'e. 

We visited the Cathedral. Although heartily tired of 
seeing so many churches, we could not leave Ais without a 
sight of the bones of Charlemagne, which are kept here in great 
state, with many other relics — such as the sponge which held 
the vinegar at the crucifixion, the cord that bound our Saviour's 
hands, and portions of the Cross. In the Hotel de ViUe, where 
Charlemagne resided, we saw the portraits of Napoleon and 
Josephine. They stand beside that of the great founder of the 
early empire. 

In leaving Aix, you pass through a country once the abode 
of the Flemings, and even yet full of an enterprising mannfac- 
taring people, who worthily fill the places of those early pioneers 
to whom England owes her great manufacturing prosperity. 
Tall cjiimneys and glowing forges announce the appearance of 
the towns ; wheat-fields divided off by roads shaded with trees 
like those of Lombardy, in long vistas — and pastures filled with 
cattle not confined by fences — attest a splendid agricultural 
country. 

Was it Liege, or some other Belgium city, where the out- 
raged people pitched seventeen of their magistrates out of the 
town-hall windows ; for which they were banished the realm ? 
Thoy found refuge in England, and formed no unimportant 
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link in the chain of her material progress. Liege was onco a 
free city, and acted a daring part in the earlier eras. Occa- 
sionally, an old castle would leap up from the level, as we 
wound along the valley toward Brussels. The villages looked 
oddly enough in their dresses of pure white, with red roofs. We 
soon enter npon the fighting ground of Europe, where Marl- 
borough, Wellington, and Mapoleon led their armies, and where 
many a brave soldier fell under the iron sleet. 

Busy Brussels— neat Brussels — -beautiful Brussels, — why is 
it that I cannot dissociate your fine promenades and elegant 
vesidencea from that field of blood ? Land of lathes, — Paris in 
miniature— place of palaces, — splendid Brussels, did ye not 
tremble at the roar of battle, when Europe hung in the balance, 
iLiid Destiny for ever deserted her child? 

No one can visit Brussels without seeing Waterloo ; no one 
can see Waterloo without returning with the impression of awe 
and wonder at the almost superhuman ability and strategy of the 
— vanquished. True, we read on our way the English accounts 
of the battle, the despatches of Wellington, and of that bloody 
miscreant, Blucher ; true, we know that Welliugton, at least 
when the Prussian appeared through the woods on tbe left, 
pressed on to victory j true, that the English infantry, like 
dogged bmtes that fear not death, stood solid at Hougoumont 
and La Haute Sainte, although Jerome Bonaparte stormed the 
former tremendously with twelve thousand men ; and although 
attack after attack was made in quick succession, of which the 
broken walls and burned chateau yet give evidence ; true, that 
the fiercest charge of the old guard, even wlien victorious, was 
rendered innoxious by the cool audacity of Welliugton ; yet, not- 
withstanding all, the impression remains, that the genius of man 
and the brunt of the fighting was with the French. The field 
of the dead — one-third of the allied army thereon lying, pro- 
claimed the dreadful thunderbolt which Napoleon hurled upon 
that J 8th of June. We visited each poiut, and saw the whole 
from the monument of the Belgian Hon There is nothing 
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striking in tte field itself. A crescent Tallej, with two hilla, 
each occupied by the foe, withia cannon range ; the English 
having all the natural advantages, the French doing all the 
marching and manoeuvriiig — these are the features of the bloody 
field. The traveller treads cnrionslj over spots where Victory 
waved her ensign, and Death reaped his sanguine harvest ; where 
the hope of cowjueBt glowed in the heart while life's last ebbing 
sands were running. The wheat grows finely now where thou- 
sands fell and mouldered ; the flax, whose elegant warp and 
woof wrought into Brussek lace will adorn the lady in. her par- 
lor, springs out of the ground fructified by the blood of the 
brave. After the battle, the richest crops were takea from the 
fields ; and nature oven yet struggles on silently to redeem her- 
self from the stains of a mighty murder by the kindest processes 
of vegetable growth. Man may struggle with his brother, and 
lie down upon his gory bed, and he may call it glorious ; but 
God wipes away the evidences of such glory by the waving of 
beautiful plains. " Les hommes agitent, but Dieu les mene," 
says Bossuefc. " Men agitate, but Giod rules." Never was there 
a bolder instrument of Providence than Napoleon, His history 
is written all over Europe. All the pages of English vitupera- 
tion, from the most puerile penny-a-liner to the rankest old tory 
or gravest historian, cannot eradicate or tarnish the proud evi- 
dences of Napoleon's greatness. At Naples, in the roads and 
buildings ; at "Venice, in the improvements he there made ; at 
Milan, where we were shown what Napoleon did ; at Lisbon, 
where he turned out some eleven hundred lazy priests to clean 
the filthy city ; along the Rhine, where he broke up nunneries 
by the huadred j in Paris, where I now write almost under the 
shadow of his splendid monuments, are the ineffaceable proofs 
of his utilitarian and eshaustless mind, as it projected works for 
the good of the people, and it must be confessed, for the glory 
of himself. His shadow, not himself, now rules here ; yet his 
shadow is more powerful this day in Prance, than the sunlight 
of her brightest spirits. 
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"France, the slaple of new modes, 
■Where gsrba ina mfena aiu omrent; goods, 
PreaoiibeB new gaimitiirea and faebloua, 



TWO montts ago we left this city, to go, we knew not cer- 
tainly whither, to return. Providence permitting, hitber. 
Wo havo completed the round, — fi:ora Brussela we ran over by 
cars to ttiB centre of civilization and gayety, poodle doga and 
grind organs, Boulevards and promenades, cafes and operas, 
military displays and Sunday ffetes, — every thing to divest the 
mind of gravity and invest it with the illusory, the transient and 
the mobile. 

After having arrived here with suoh expeditious good luck, 
we felt like laying upon our oars and floating down the stream 
of Parisian life, without effort, amidst its ever-following margin 
of gayeties. Youth at the prow and pleasure at the helm, we 
have floated between promenades and gardens, flowers and tem- 
ples, colors and melodies, — every object that excites the eye, 
ravishes the ear, and enfolds the senses in delight. This is 
surface work. It looks pretty and its novelty pleases. Beneath 
the surface of this gay world there lies moral filth and gross 
debasement. Content to fret the surface, we have not stirred 
the depths of the mysteries of Paris, 

The Lord Mayor of London and his train havo been here 
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the past week, feasted gHeats at tlie Hotel cle ViUe, invited 
visitors to Voi'sailSes upon Sunday, attendants upon splendid 
operatic performances, and wondering gazers at the sham tattle 
in the Champ de Mars, on the 6th of August. The Circuaea 
have brushed up their horses and added new features to their 
bills j the promenades have been newly trimmed and the palaces 
neatly swept ; the manufactoriea of Gobelins tapestry, and 
Sevres porcelain, have been freely opened, and a general entente 
coi-diulchm been celebrated between the "perfldioua Albion- 
ites," and the testy G-auls, in which the Juries of the World's 
Exhibition have talien part. In fine, Paris, always a f§te to the 
stranger, especially to a Buckeye, has been in a perfect tip-top 
gala ever since tho Lord Mayor arrived. 

I. The gkeat Sham Battle. 

We have followed in the wake of the t&te, seeing the ebulli- 
tion and hearing the bubbling. A loud noiae it made at the 
sham fight in the Field of Mars Fortunately when we drove 
up to the field, we met the Commissary of the Police, who 
readily granted us, as strangers and Americans, a pass through 
the guards at the streets leading to the barriers. He even es- 
tended to us the courtesy of giving us a whiskered dragoon with 
a big hat, the specific gravity of which waa very diaproportionate 
to its bulk, by whom we were led through the crowd, and ob- 
tained a place high and aloof, commanding a view of the field. 

The fight commenced with a thunder of artillery ; then vol- 
leys of musketry ; then parties dashed across the bridge and the 
fighting became close and severe, — very, — about our point. 
Soon the whole army, except the reaervea, were in action. The 
artillery roared, the flame flashed amid rolling volumes of 
smoke, the bayonets glittered through it splendidly, the cavalry 
in long columns, with ensigns ilying, charged hollow sc[uare8, 
after the party on one side had driven back the assailants, and 
had ill their turn become the assailants. It was a magnificent 
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sight to see the long winding trains of horsemen, forming into 
line aad dashing off in gHttering stylo through the cloud of dust 
they had raised ; theE, meeting a volley of cannon and gans, 
wheel about and take their old position. During the cavalry 
evolutions, the excitement of the crowd became intense. People 
below us in the street, were hiring fellows to let them have the 
use of their shoulders. Lemonadc-mon ceased their cries. 
Water-women held their breath ; some of the Parisian " b'hoys," 
or blouses, had obtained boards and were scaliog the terraces 
upon which tho crowd, who had paid most liberally for them, were 
intently enjoying the apeotacle. A real fight ensued ; illustrat- 
ing, in a twinkling, by the interest it created, how much more 
exciting is an atom of earnestness than an army of sham. 

Stationed upon a fine terrace, overloohing the spot, we were 
in the midst of the roar, the smoke, the din, and the — innocency 
ini the battle. Eighty thousand elegantly-dressed soldiers, glit- 
tering in the sun, marching in infantry, wheeling and curveting 
in cavalry, manojuvring with artillery, retreating, advancing, 
detouring, running, throwing bridges over the Seine, carrying forts, 
defending walls, in solid eolnmns, in open order, in hollow 
squares, in videttes, ia evei-y imaginable figure and form known 
to the Art of Death, by powder and steel, with trumpets soand- 
ing, cannons flashing and thundering, musketry rolling, and pen- 
nons waving ; all working out upon uneven ground, and finally 
upon the beautiful field of Mars, the problem of the day, and 
that, too, without any other catastrophe than a dragoon hors de 
combat, is a sight that stirs the spirit, while it does not disturb 
the ordinary flow of human sympathy. The idea of the battle 
was this : a hostile force from Passy and the Bois de Bologne, 
which, was behind us, move on to take tho Ecole Militaire, a 
strong fortress, having the Seine in front. Tho heights of Chail- 
16t was the spot where the contest waged hottest, where the most 
— powdor was spilt. As the smokerolledaway toward the right, 
the assailants were seen to have encompassed by their cavalry 
the infantry, to have silenced by their' cannon the opposing ar- 
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tillerj ; and to have occupied in beautiful array the field of 
Mars ! Such enthusiasm, such a turn out, never ooiild be found 
in any place but Paris. At least five hundred thousand people 
were on the grounds and heights, on the houses, columns, arches, 
woodpiles, and chimnojB, The trees which lined the field of 
battle were full above, and under them was a long mass of peo- 
ple, stretching out at least a mile on either side. As the battle 
progressed, the barriers were removed, and the people rushed 
through in living floods to the scene. The fortress was at last 
taken ; the troops filed off before Louis Napoleon and the Lord 
Mayor, the crowd broke through the barriers and inundated the 
Champs Elys^es, where in great packed acres they stood await- 
ing the appearance of the President. He appeared under escort 
of the National Guard, when vivas long and loud went up to 
Napoleon I The Mouses, as well as the better-dressed citizens, 
joined in the universal huiTah! Universal? Ah I there were 
a few brave fellows, who shouted " Viva la Republique !" I tell 
you that this great nation is not republican yet, save in name. 
There is no principle pervading the masses. Their enthusiasm 
is purely iiersonal. There is no simplicity, nor love of inde- 
pendence in their movements. Parade, glitter, pomp, and hero- 
worship, is the idea of Parisian society. The government which 
can furnish the greatest quantity of gayety and glitter, in a given 
time, will be, at least for a time, the pet of the people. The re- 
volution in manners must precede all other salutary revolutions. 



2. Sabbath at Versailles. 

Yesterday was Sunday here. I will avouch to its being the 
Sunday of the Calendar ; but not our good old quiet Sunday. 
It was a Paris Sunday, with a few extras. Of course, yon would 
not expect us to be so Puritanic as not to see a Parisian Sun- 
day. You might as well attempt to go to Naples without seeing 
Vesuvius, Ais-la-Chapelle without seeing a gambling-hell, or 
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Venice without seeing the prisons of tho Council of Ten. We 
heard there was service at Versaillea — -Parisian servioe — so we 
struck for that poiat. There were some sixty or seventy thou- 
sand bent in the same direction. As it was the first Sunday in 
the month, all the fountains were to play, and, as the fete was 
in progress, the Lord Mayor of London and the Exhihition 
Commissioners were to be there. A railroad dashed us past the 
far-famed palace and park of St. Cloud, into the town of Vcr- 
eailles. The town is of little account, though in the time of 
Louis XIV., when Royalty revelled so splendidly, it contained 
100,000 people^onc third of which number, only, are there at 
present. The grounds, with their green galleries and beautiful 
fountains, their innumerable statues, elegant orangery, intermi- 
nable walks and flower-gardens, and the palaces, — these make 
Versailles the great resort of the pleasure- loving a,nd the curious. 
Of course, you would not expect, nor could I ever give, such 
a detailed description of Versailles as would reproduce it to the 
mind's eye. After seeing it, one should make his will. It caps 
the Seraglio, heats Hyde Park ; the Luxembourg in Paris is 
tame beside it j the Brusaels promenade is fine, and so is that 
of Naples ; hut where, in all our views, have we seen any thing 
comparable to Versailles? Whether it is the magnificent Place 
d'Armea, rivalling St. Peter's PiaaBa, guarded by the martial 
valor of Prance in the colossal statues of Coude, Turenne, and 
others, and all commanded by the majestic equestrian statue of 
Louis XIV., which is much more striking than. that of Marcus 
Aurelius in the Capitol at Rome ; whether it is the great and 
little Trianon, palaces famed iu the history of the Queens of 
France, with their magnificent prospects of lawn and wood, 
water-sheets and water-jets, ranges of statuary, gardens of flow- 
ers and marble basins ; whether it is the galleries of paintings 
shaming the Vatican in the richness and taste of their decora- 
tion (indeed Napoleon as King of Italy was as free in his appro- 
priation of Italian art, as railroads are of real estate in Ohio), 
and illustrating in marble the scientific, literary and martial 
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down to Louis Philippe and Charles X., and in the mean time 
taking in all the splendid efforts of art from the reign of Louis 
XIV, and of the Empire. David's pictures of the Coronation 
of Napoleon, and of Napoleon giving the Eagles to the Army, 
fulfilled every anticipation concerning them ; but the chapel, the 
frescoes, the landscape-paintings in which battle-scenes are intro- 
duced, — the wonderful effect of all these in developing, sustain- 
ing, and giving enthusiasm to Prenck, purely French nationality, 
I had not before any adequate conception of 

It would require but a glance at the painting of the wounded 
Marshal Lannes, with Napoleon by his side, or of AusterlitE 
with the figure of Bonaparte proudly eminent, to give Esprit to 
the army of France, such as of old it possessed under its almost 
deified General. 

This palace of Versailles was formerly a huntiag-lodge for 
one of the earlier kings. Additions after additions were made, 
millions being expended in their construction, until the Eeyolu- 
tion, after which it sunk into decay. Napoleon preferred to live 
at St. Germain or St. Cloud. He said that it would take forty 
millions of francs to put Versailles in repair. Louis Philippe 
bad it in excellent order. 

Our ladies were carious to see the Trianon, and especially 
the little Swiss cottage erected by order of Mario Antoinette ; 
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but as I attempted to go by the soldier — a laughing, good- 
natured fellow, who marched under the signs " Proprifite na- 
tionale," and " Liberty, EgalitS et FraternitS" — he called out for 
a pass, which I had not provided, and I could effect no frater- 
nization with him, by which to gain my end. 

.We saw a great crowd looking at the golden royal eoaoh of 
Oharles X., which is considerably laughed at just now. It may 
roll through these arbors and green lanes yet, with a Bourbon 
in it ; who knows ? But hurrah ! hero ia a rush ! what a crowd 
of Johnny Bulls ; and there they, go, after a fine-looking white; 
haired gentleman in very black, who 13 being led around into 
the orangery by the Prelect of the Seine. The English run 
after, like mad, women and men, fat and lean — mostly fat. 
Aha ! now they are stopped. A French soldier, with ribbons 
on his coat, has mn a rope across, and the soldiers are trying to 
guard the pass. In vain, fat Aldermen's fat wives, perspiring 
like the frogs in yonder fountain of Latona, dodge under, clam- 
ber over, escape outstretched arms, and caper away like kittens, 
after the Lord Mayor. At last the heft (to Yankee it) of the 
crowd is stopped. The rest present tickets, and talk /ibnglisb 
quite ^uselessly. The pageant has faded. And so has it been 
all day — a chase of English Aldermen, and their consorts, after 
the Mayor, who is Iinrried along by the Prefect at a good trot. 
It was a scene for Punch. 

We returned home to see Paris by night, in the Champs 
Elyseee, Boulevards, Luxembourg, and at the Caf^s, where 
concerts, circnses, and amusements of every variety, keep a com- 
pany of two hundred thousand, if not more, constantly ou the 
qui ■eive. One does not know what that phrase means, until 
they see the sights here on Sunday. If there be any churches 
here, what were they built for ? The question has been answered 
in a former chapter ; they are but mausoleums over the buried 
great, or theatres for the display of festal and regal magnificence. 
They were built for man, not Gfld, 
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3. Perb La Chaise. 



One of the most attractive places of resort in the environs of 
Paris is the PSre La Chaise cemetery. There is a peculiarity 
in tlie tombs, and a beautiful ouatom oouuected with them, well 
worthy of mention and imitation. The cemetery lies to the 
northeast of the oity. 

We passed along the magnificent cLuajs of the Seine, crossed 
the bridge, and stopped before the monument erected upon the 
spot where the Bastile of the old regime stood. It is built to 
the memory of those citizens who fell on the memorable three 
days of July, 1830, which dethroned the elder BourlDons, and 
made Louis Philippe "citizen king." Tho monument is ele- 
gantly surmounted with a gilded image of Victory winged, stand- 
ing with one foot on tip-toe upon a globe, about 250 feet high. 
The image is exceedingly aerial and graceful. It is about the 
height of the majestic column to Napoleon in the Place Ven- 
dfime. The latter is modelled after that of Trajan at Eomc, 
and moulded wholly out of the cannon and other metallic 
trophies taken in battle by the Emperor. 

Through sti'eets lined with marble stores, and shops where 
funereal wreaths are made, we pass up to the cemetery. Mourn- 
ers stop to buy the wreaths of yellow and white. They axe very 
touching, and espresaive of kindly sympathy. Little images, 
too, of persona kneeling or mourning are bought, and all are 
placed upon the tombs, either within upon shrines, or without 
under little covers, to heep them from rain or sun. . Almost 
every tombwas thus lemimbered. Very few were without some 
token Many had flowers growing around and about them, most 
tastefully ananged How good — how mindful are the Prenoh! 
was the exclamation, as we passed amid these emblems of life 
and decay The tombs of La Place, of Volney, La Fontaine, 
and ot Diiid the £;reit painter, are hero. Most eagerly we 
sought foi tlie tomb of Hcioise and Abelard, so renowned in 
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Bong and story. They flourished in the twelfth century, and 
were two of the most distinguished persons of their age in learn- 
ing and beauty ; bat for nothing were they so famous, as for 
their unfortunate passion. After a long course of calamities, 
they retired each to a separate convent, and consecrated the 
remainder of their days to religion. Buried in life thus in di- 
yidbd gnve^ they weie united in death in the same tomb ; not, 
howevei, long to lest togethei, foi ecclesiastical power followed 
then dust and sepaiated it, as it had their lives. But after 
many vicissitudes thiy he side by Bide, as is beautifully indi- 
cated by the sculptured images under the little Gothic temple 
■which aftcetion his rewed Wreaths there were not a few, upon 
their tomb — touching tributes to that ci.n'jtancy and attach- 
ment whi(,h their lives, death anl entombment, typified so beau- 
tifully White roses glow plentifully within the inclosure, 
chaste symbols of a love which de^th has not quenched, but only 
purified. We plucked one rose as a souvenir of the spot, and, if 
any cemetery may be thus called, of this pleasant abode of the 
departed. 

The P6re la Chaise affords a fine view of Paris, which we 
were enjoying as the bell began to ring, and the watch of the 
cemetery began to cry the hour of departure from the different 
points. Taking a dish of berries and ices at a cafe (every body 
here lives at a cafe), our party went to the hotel, and I to the 
Theatre Comiijue, to see Paris in another phase and liear a funny 

Let not the lawyer who visits Paris fail to drive down to the 
Palais Justice, and observe the working of the eouits. I spent 
very profitably a most interesting day in listening to the judges 
and lawyers. The latter are the most intelligent and best-look- 
ing gentlemen I have seen in Europe. I know that remark is 
superfluous. Dressed in their black gowns, and black caps shaped 
like the segment of a sugar loaf, — they move about from court 
to court with their briefs in hand, unincumbered with loads 
of authorities and ever ready to meet their cases. I heard 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



356 TTIM FBKSGB CAPITAL. 

a case tried by jury, and noticed many little improvements upon 
our present mode of practice. Their custom of questioning the 
accaaed ahortens the trial, and it seems not at all inconsistent 
with fairness. The repartee even between prisoner and accuser, 
and prisoner and judge, while it escites from its dramatic cha- 
racter, generally shows whore the blame or crime lies. Soldiers 
are always on hand to preserve order and protect the doors. It 
was a sufficient password to say that I was a stranger, in order to 
obtain admittance. There are some eight or ten judges in each 
of tlie courts, A good feature is, that the lawyers liave a grand 
consultation every Saturday, when the poor may obtain gratuitous 
advice, 

4, Parisian Mbulbv, 

Now I know that it is not tho province of a transient travel- 
ler, to venture too far in generalizations upon national character 
and prospects. He is liable to make himself ridiculous. I only 
speak of what I have been informed. I have hardly seen enough 
for a respectable induction upon any subject. The proper sub- 
ject of a traveller's pen ia the superficial. Of that,— -what an 
area has my eye covered! what multiform objects has it em- 
braced I Can I enumerate I The Hotel dea Invalidea, where 
the veterans upon wooden legs and crutches line the fine walks, 
cultivate their little flower plots, and talk of Napoleon, whose 
remains are entombed within the chapel, where wave two hundred 
ensigns — trophies of his valor from the Pyramids to the Snows ; 
the Louvre, that noble repertory of art, surpassing any of the 
galleries of Italy — being, in fact, the choice selection from them 
all — where Eubens and Vandyke vie with Raphael and Caraooi 
for the palm of genius, where Salvator Uosa and Claude, the one 
in bold outline, the other in mellow lustre, reproduce nature in 
hor loveliest aspect, where the holiest of beings beams benignly 
from the wall on the canvas of Murillo, and where the German 
Bacchanals drink beer with such a jollity, that the canvas fairly 
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laughs ; tte Tuileries with its palace, where Louis Philippe once 
lived with his family, still preaeryed (with 'some few marks of 
popular furj) as it was in 1848, when Giriidin rec 01a mended 
the ahdieation, which ended in in airing on Lotsehack and its 
gardens, which are only rivalled m tastiful walk^ manifold 
flowcr-heds, beantiful fountains and luxuiiant oiingenes hy the 
Lusemhourg, — ^where the taste of the Mcdici family la atili pre- 
served, notwithstanding Jjouis Blanc held soeialiat meetings there, 
and notwithstanding soldiera have rendezvoused in tho gilded 
rooms ; the museum of artillery, where the arms of France, from 
the invasion of G-aul down to the laat revolution, are displayed, 
including the armor o£ Joan of Arc, and the delicate festoonery 
of the entrance hall, in the shape of the iron chain which the 
Turks used at the siege of Vienna, to construct a ponton bridge 
over the Danube ; the Jardin dea Plantes, where the roar of the 
beasts does not in the least disturb the silent putting forth of 
the fragrant flowers ; where the cedar of Lebanon grows within 
sight of the anaconda's den ; where the delicate tamarind tree 
and flowering magnolia are arranged in the same home with the 
gazelle and rhinoceros ; whei-e geology and botany have their 
halls, and the most disgusting lizard and snake their hiding- 
place ; where all is scientifically arranged, and within whose centre 
is a bower and a snmmer-honse overlooking the whole, and afford- 
ing a splendid view of Paris ; — and above all embracing a Sab- 
bath evening, with its concerts in the open air, its crowded cafSs, 
its immense promenades, a living and moving mass of blouses 
and monsieras, fine ladies and mademoiselles in neat caps, the 
amusements. Punch and Judy, eross-bow firing at plasters, bil- 
liards, wooden-horse riding, circuses performing, music playing, 
cat and dog entertainments, children with little balloons, amidst 
glancing lights and spraying fonniains, gardens of the rarest 
flowers, and shadows of arched trees, mingled with the everlast- 
ing jabber and gay laugh of the French ; which latter is not the 
least wouderfnl phase of this city of wonders. But why enume- 
rate, where there is so much to be seen? There is indeed " but 
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ono Paris." The world of science, politics, and of luxury, has 
here its heart. Its throbs are great, and penetrate the remotest 
part of Europe, aye, even extending world-wide. 

Yet one cannot but feel that the jaw of destruction opens 
wide to ingulf this city. ■ A few centuries more, and the ciirious 
traveller may wander along the ruined quays of the Seine, now 
adorned witli so many bridges and walla, noting the piles where 
once stood the Hotel de Ville, firom which Lamartine held the 
populace enchained by the beauty of his diction and the spell of 
his noble thoughts ; or wondering at the brass column to Napo- 
leon, eternal as his fame, towering up amidst decay ; or at the 
despoiled gardens and palaces of this pleasure-maddened city. 
If the godlessness of a people is any indication of a future, 
imagination may revel in the ruins of the future Paris. May it 
not conceive yon Place de la Concorde, now glittering with 
lights, musical with fountains, and crowded with people,— -where 
Louis XVI. and Marie Antoinette were beheaded, — as waving 
with the ripe com, or chaotic in ruins, like the palace of the 
Cfesars? Or may we not rather hope that France, springing 
from the mire of moral degradation, shall rise in the newness of 
a civilization, in which republican simplicity shall walk hand in 
hand with Christian truth? 

We yesterday visited the tombs of Voltaire and Koiissean, in 
the basement of the Pantheon. Eranee venerates, at present, 
too highly their splendid intellects, to permit her to dissociate 
the effect of their genius from their glaring vices. On the tomb 
of Voltaire is the following : " II combattit les athSea et les 
fanatiques, inspira la tolerance et reelama les droits de I'homme 
centre la servitude de la feodalitS," I thought the commentary 
of our refugee-republican-Eoman courier most excellent. In his 
tiOlerable English he said, after reading it : " France built this 
Pantheon to her grand hommes,who wrote for liberty, and — she 
go to Rome to — kill Liberty ;" and with a shrug of the shoulders, 
he turned away to read the inscription on Kousseau's tomb : 
" Here reposes the man of nature and of truth ;" not knowing 
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how Bignifioant of Erencli fate was tte sentiment thus graven 
upon, the tomh of a man whoso life gave the lie to all his beau- 
tiful raptures on truth and virtue. 

The same thing is discernihle now, in the public men of 
France. Thej talk political abstractions in pert, pithj, pretty, 
eurt sentences ; hut when they undertake to do — Humph I 
Dominichino would shrug his shoulders again. France needs 
some suot men as Lafayette — content to be useful, rather than 
splendid ; practical, instead of brilliant, 

5. Lafayette's Tomb. 

We thought that we eould not do better upon our second 
Sabbath, especially in Paris, than to visit Lafayette's grave. It 
is sought after by few, and these, I am proud to say, are Ameri- 
cans. The coachman could not find the street, without some 
difficulty. A long ride up the Faubourg de St. Antoine, brought 
us 'to the Rue de Picpus, upon tho outskirts of the city, A 
convent, now occupied by the " Sisters of Charity," and an old 
chapel of Doric, surround the tomb of Lafayette. We walked 
through long arbors of grapes and flowers, amid the tidy-looking 
elderly dames — all dressed in their white dresses and whiter 
bonnets, until we turned into a narrow, treeless cemetery, where 
among the Montmorencies, Itosambos, and other noble families 
of France, reposes the friend of America and of Washington. 
A large slab covers the grave of himself and wife ; and near by 
are the remains of George Washington Lafayette, his son, who 
died in 1849. The victims of the reign of terror lie around 
them. A few wreaths decorate the bare tomb. A deep and 
solemn quiet, in strange contrast to the ever-rushing tide of the 
streets, reigned within this sacred home. I loved this spot. It 
reminded me of our own siifiple American graveyards. No 
mark of nobility, no heraldic armor, was engraved upon the 
tomb. Ko old soldiers are here to guard it j no lofty column 
rises to the memory of the good and genial Lafayette. But he 
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haa a monument more durable than hrass. It is in the heart of 
America. As time lapses, we should cherish more deeply, and 
care with nicer heed for, those revolutionary soldiers and patriots, 
who worked out so excellent a constitution, through so mucli 
difficulty and danger. 

We have no long line of kings to emblazon in splendor the 
historic page, or palaces full of their pictures and trophies ; we 
have no dim old cathedrals, hallowed with the footsteps of 
mighty cardinals and priests, and almost groaning with tlieir 
weight of marble honors ; we have no hattles to boast of so 
scourging and bloody as Borodino and Austerlitz ; hut we have a 
history rich in spiritual independence, and eventuating in a 
government, which Lord Brougham \i2» truly called, the highest 
refinement in civil polity which the world has ever seen. We 
have in our historic annals the name of at least the purest, if 
not the greatest of Frenchmen—Lafayette I His remains sleep 
quietly, sequestered among the kindly sisters of charity. No 
revolution will eshume them, as were eshumed the proud kings 
at St. Denis. JRespeet, if not enthusiasm, and never obloquy, 
will attend his memory, Americans will always delight to 
leave the din of the great city, to search out and honor his 
simple tomb. 
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WELL, it came over one right goodly, to reach a spot where 
one does not have to call our old homely Sason words hy 
Buch outr^ and unaccustomed terms. To say breakfast, instead 
of " dfijeftnS, monsieur ;" to say " how much?" instead of that 
everlasting "combien!" to feel that you are understood and 
heeded without acting it out like a player, was indeed a relief. 

On our ride np to London from Dover, the English country 
did not look so attractive as when we saw it in the beginning of 
June, all fresh and green in its primal garniture. Perhaps the 
seenes which Italy and the Alpine valleys had pencilled and 
laid away in memory's portfolio, detracted from the rural beau- 
ty \ perhaps the fields bared of their grain, and wanting that 
rich, golden yellow which interlaced the fertile vales of the 
Bhone and of the Aar, have contributed to disparage the aspect 
of the country ; and perhaps, our eyes have been sated with na- 
tural views. No matter, London — London has lost nothing of 
its attractions by our continental tour. 

There is a kind of incredulity attaching itself to all the as- 
sociations of ancient renown and power, which cling around 
the places we have visited upon the continent. We cannot 
more than half believe that the Doges of Venice ruled with 
such splendor and power ; that Athens was the theatre of 
16 
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such mighty deeds and noble thoughts ; that Monza was the 
glittering eipitnl of ^ii&ient Loiubardy, with its kings and 
quaens that thp Mediteiranean was the scene of crusaijing 
thousands led by knightly prowess ; that Charlemagne ruled 
ilong the Rhine with =ueh pomp of empire, enacting deeds of 
high emprise, — all these and other relations of places to history, 
entei like shidows into the temple of faith, and, like shadows, 
som depait But when it cornea to England — when it cornea to 
London, with her bridges and her Wiiitelialls, her palaces and 
hei Tower ~hei biBtoiic incidents enter, with a stem, substan- 
tial, imging step upon the portal, and challenge every form of 
doubt 01 oreroome ■ill mere luHty. When to-day we entered the 
Tower, the daik ind bloody history of England was turned over 
rapidly and tangibly by the wizard of the past, as each object 
aroused its familiar and undoubted chronicle. 

The gateways we found crowded. Presently we purchased 
our tickets for the armory and jewel room. Then we were com- 
pelled to wait until the warder had collected a goodly number, 
when off we marched with him to inspect and wonder. These 
wardera are numerous. They are dressed in their ancient cos- 
tume — the same as that worn in the reign of Henry VII. It 
consists of a cap ribboned off gandily, and a coat in the form 
of a blouse, gilded all over, with a crown on the breast and back 
boldly emblazoned. They are appointed from the army on ac- 
count of their good character. The warder assigned us was a 
fine old Johnny Bull, who had a peculiar fondness for Ameri- 
cans. He lugged me out of the crowd at every turn, to display 
what he considered as much our history as England's. He said 
that he had no doubt that some of our ancestors had walked 
around these places. I hoped that they had not been too familiar 
with some parts of the premises. It made one feel qnite antique 
to be guided about these old palaces and prisons by so odd a 
looking personage as our warder. Had it not been for the aspi- 
rate and the want of it in the wrong plaees, I could easily have 
transported our cockney warder at least into the age of Harry the 
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Eighth, or have placed him in cBavge of one of the Fairy 

Many persons wonder why England .suffers the Tower to 
stand. Its darkness and gloom, to say nothing of its history, 
are in such bold contrast with the fino structures and elevated 
civilization of tlie present day, tiiat it seems strange that it has 
not suffered the fate of the Bastile. Hallam has perhaps given 
the best image of the Tower as well as the best reason for its 
preservation, when he says, ' that it seems like a captive tyrant, 
reserved to grace the triumph of a glorious republic, and that it 
should toach us (Britons) to reflect in thankfulness, how highly 
wo have been elevated in virtue and happiness above our forefe- 
thers.' Truly there is a lesson to be learned from its old stones, 
its murderous blocks, its manifold modifications of force, its soli- 
tary cells, its chivalric armors, and its costly regalias — a lessoa 
of humility and of dependency upon an arm greater than that 
of flesh ; the lesson taught by the text cut in the prison room 
occupied by Sir "Walter Ealeigh, which I read to-day — " Be 
faithful unto tltc deth, and I toil give tlte a crowne of life '.' 

The Tower dates from the Conqueror. Although some parts 
of it look new and lack gloom, yet there are others which have 
that streaked and blackened appearance which the oldest stone 
in northern dimes always presents. "We suiveyed the inteiior 
noted with interest the prison of the seven bishops, whose tnal 
Macaulay graphically depicts, and upon whose lequittal, such a 
momentous change occurred in the British dynasty and consti 
tution ; looked curiously at the famous stone and mortar known 
as the White tower, which performed a stir piit in the drama 
of the great charter and King John, and which so many of the 
Plantagenets used as a palace and a prison and more cuiiously 
htill, and not without a shudder, at the Bloody Tower, which 
t: adition and Shakspeare have rendered so horrible, as the scene 
cf the suffocation of the young princes, nephews of the Duke of 
Glo.stcr, Richard III. There is, however, considerable doubt 
as to thu authenticity of the relation, which makes that part 
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of the old pile so horrible. The imderground compartmenta 
we did not see. It was enough to mark the Traitor's gate, 
with its portoTiUis, ready even yet to gnash its grim teeth upon 
the Tictim as he enters from the Thames, under the stone arch, 
and up the fatal steps ; enough, to recall the great and good 
who have here suffered for popular freedom and religious faith. 

We passed some time in gazing at the kings and celebrated 
men of England, — clad in their own identical armor, and 
mounted upon horseback. They were tastefully arranged in 
what is called the Horse Gallery. The most conspicuous among 
them all was the gross form of that rough brute, Henry VIII., 
and the despicably mean-looking visage of James II. Cromwell, 
Villiers, Stafford, and others whose names are a part of English 
history, were there. Above each king was arranged in stars, 
the peculiar arms of the period. 

We enjoyed the visit to the Regalia room, where the crown 
jewels and crowns are kept. They are worth the enormous sum 
of fifteen millions of dollars — nearly equal to Ohio's state debt 1 
The warder well remarked, that we would, in our country, hardly 
keep so much wealth idle. I told him, that we would apply it, 
perhaps, toward paying off the national debt, especially, if it 
amounted to eight hundred millions. 

We were shown the block upon which Lady Jane Grey, Es- 
sex, and Raleigh suffered, as well as some horrible implements 
of tortua-e. The latter were marked, " oaptured from the Span- 
ish." I supposed that they were perfectly at home in the Tower, 
if we may rely upon history. Besides, what kind of a war trophy 
would be one of these engines of misery 1 What general would 
wish his triumph graced by sueh an instrument? 

The crowning interest which belongs to the Tower, is, that it 
has been the prison of those who dared to assert the rights of 
Englishmen, who stood up, in tiie face of arrogant kings, to pro- 
claim that the people alone had the divine right to control their 
own destiny, Tlicse braye spirits never suffered the house of 
Tudor or of Stuart to repose for a moment upon a couch of 
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roses. Such men as Peter Wentworth in Elizabetli's time, and 
Ooke and Selden in tlie time of Jamea I., were the true foro- 
ninners of the Pyms, Hanipdens, and Fieimes of a later day. 
They verified the French couplet, 



'■ The King of England is the king of hell." And although the 
Tower with its torments awaited them, still, like their transat- 
lantic descendants upon similar great issnes, they knew, and 
dared to maintain their privileges against the royal prerogative. 
One cannot have an adequate idea of the immensity of the 
hrick and mortar, known as London, without going up into some 
lofty point, such as the cupola of St. Paul's. Under the smoky 
obscurity there lies far — far around as the eye can see, one con- 
tinuous, compact mass of huildings, interpersed with handsome 
spires, and divided by the Thames — upon which is seen, darting 
from pier to pier, the little steamers which ply from Chelsea to 
Greenwich. Paris is easily bounded, Constantinople you may 
take in at one large view, Naples lies along the hay, and in the 
clear air may he comprehended at a glance ; but London, and 

" ITie villas with whioh London etands begirt 
Lite a Bwfti'th. Indian, with his belt of beads," 

forma its own horizon of houses, while whole cities lie beyond. 
From St. Paul's, whence we viewed the oity, the beautiful parks 
were scarcely discernible ; the new houses of Parliament and 
Westminster arose conspicuously^ and the streets about St. 
Paul's, sent up their incessant hum and rattle. 

We have visited the Tunnel of the Thames — a bazaar under 
a river — that is all. Indeed there are few sights worth a visit, 
which we have not seen. A promiscuous world is London, 
with its Zoological Gardens, where we saw the hippopotamus, 
" wallowing, unwieldy," and an orang-outaag that looked more 
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likeatuinan being than aomo negroes I wot of , with its Northam- 
terland House, where the lion of Peicy tac'es the foim of Nelson 
upon hia column at Trafalgar Square , with its Kew Gardens, 
where the tamarind-tree and the hread plant thrive beside the 
broad-leaved palm and the flowering magnolia, and where every 
vegetable production, from the cedar of Lebanon to the hyssop 
upon the wall, grows and creeps ; with its ever polite policemen, 
its saucy cabmen, its jostling crowds in which rudeness Is taken 
for manliness ; with its great Brewery — how can I forget that, 
after the difficulty we had in attaining an insight^belonging to 
Barclay & Perkins, generally known in America as the place 
of Haynau's disgrace, — but better known as the reserroir of one- 
fourth of the {Je and stout of the kingdom. We went through 
the establishment entire. I wondered somewhat at the wine 
cask of Heidelberg ; but found here, one hundred and seventy- 
two larger bcor kegs," each one of which holds not less than two 
thousand barrels, and the larger ones, three thousand five hundred. 
The other operations aro on a similar extensive scale. Eieter 
Hall preaches temperance in vain, against such a monster. 
Btij-l must 'ave 'is hale. 

The English are a credulous people. They will believe 
almost any thing of Americans. We took tea with a very re- 
spectable femily the other day, and were amused to find how 
much of prejudice and misconception we could remove with 
ease. They believed that wo all drank gin-slings and "Tom 
and Jerry j" that we were every day or so regaled with lynch-Iaw, 
and that " life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness," were very 
precarious franchises, especially in the west of America. A 
red-headed doctor, who atteitded me a while, gave as a reason 
for not going to America the following, after his peculiar style : 
" Suppose a man's robbed, — by a red-headed rascal ; people mad 
— see my hair — get a o] e — nea t tree— -I swing — d'ye see ?" 

The manuscripts of Ba on Poi e, Newton and others, at the 
Museum, we looked 1 1 ng u 1 iously. The original Magna 
Charta is preserved th Th J -usalem Delivered of Tasso, 
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is also there, in tte handwriting of Tasao. There too ave tho 
relica of Nineveh, sent home by Layard, the indefatigable- 
English gold has been potent in drawing together such a fine 
collection. 

You have heard of Gog, the Roman soldier, and Magog, the 
Ancient Briton, who preside over Suildhall, and have in their 
keeping the ancient municipality. Well, we saw the old genii, 
sure enough. Quaint and odd — painted in divers colors, and 
looting very grandly foolish, stuck up in their comers,— -they 
constitute one of the sights of London, never to he omitted. As 
soon omit seeing the Bronze Wolf at the Roman Capitol, or. the 
beai-s at Berne. 

Rain and sunshine alternate here every other hour. The air 
is thus kept delightfully cool. The nights aje beginning to 
grow cold. Indeed, we have had plain indications of the approach- 
ing fall. Driving through St. James's Park", we noticed the 
maples already shedding their leaves, and bestrewing the walks. 
Royal pai'ka and American woods own. a kindred nature, and 
together obey the great law of decay and growth. By analogy 
we would conclude that the same great law comprehends the 
royal occupants of St. James and the humblest tenant of our 
log cabins,— a simple truth which will bear pondering with 
profit. Death knows no diatinetion or rank. God knows none, 
save that which distinguishes the pure in heart from tho vile. 
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policeman. The attorney for the city states the charge. The 
judge requeate the policeman to give evidence. He thus pro- 
pels ; " I found three and a half pounds of tobacco hid upon the 
priaonei-'e person, after I had asked him if he had any contra- 
band goods, and after he had denied having any. There is a 
duty of nine shillings and threepence per pound, your honor." 

Judge. — " What have you got to aay to this ?" 

Prisoner. — " Please your honor, I gave threo Bhillings for 
jt, to send it down to my friends at Ramegate." 

Judge. — " Why did you coaeeal it ?" 

Prisoner — Mum. 

Judge. — " You are sentenced to fourteen days' imprison- 
ment, or to pay a fine of twenty shillings," 

The trap door opens ; exit prisoner, spying, " I gave my last 
shilling for the tobaoco ; I can't pay the fine, zur." 

I would have liked exceedingly to have bad the privilege of 
visiting the courts of Westminster, but they will not be in ses- 
sion till November. The Old Bailey must repay in part for the 
disappointment. 

I visited the ' Old Bailey ' to see that famous ran ml 
mill grind out a batch of offenders. My i end tl e C ty Soh 
citor, was on hand at the indictment oflice jiejauig his 
indictments for the Grand Jury ; but he found tune to give me 
a prominent place from which to observe the operations In the 
first court, they were arraigning the newly indicted which wis 
done in droves, classified according to t! e r c mea The other 
court was more interesting. It moved Ike el ckwirk The 
court-rooms are not so fine as those of tl e Pala s Ju t ce anl 
I missed the beautiful painting of the Saviour upon the cross, 
which always hangs over the heads of the French judges, 
Neither does the judge demean himself so attentively and 
sympathetically. I did not look for much sympathy in the Old 
Bailey. I would as soon have looked for pearls in a pudding- 
stone. The lawyers sat on circular benches, in whitish curly 
wigs, and gowns, I had no idea that so respectable a profes- 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



LOSDOMj—IN OTHEM. PHASES. ggg 

sion could be dressed up so as to look so assinine. Of course 
they are used to tlie absurdity ; but is it always to continue ? 
Kow it does not look so ridiculous to see the officer of tho court 
in a great blue cloak-dress, fringed with furs, and the crier (I 
believe it was) with his sword dangling about a pair of spindle- 
shanks, dressed in tights, wiile his head was queued and rib- 
boned in gala stylo ; for these officers " have uo discretion ;" 
they are executive — machines. Lawyers are supposed to be 
thinking men, not fantastic harlequins. But there I sat, almost 
choking because I could not laugh, at the grave and gay wiga 
(some looked in the face to be not more than twenty-one years 
of age) which surrounded me. A gentleman thief was on trial 
for stealing a box of silver. He was standing in the dock, 
counterfeiting a tremble, and using a handkerchief to brush 
away imaginary tears. An old wig {I have no respect for men 
who plaee themselves in such a guise) was trying his best to 
bamboozle a jury that seemed utterly indifferent to every thing. 
If you remember a sketch of the jury that tried Bardell vs. 
Pickwick, by Cruikshank, you will have an idea of this jury. 
Pretty soon the old wig, after having disposed of each tittle of 
testimony, calling it nothing, multiplied them 'together, and 
produced nothing — ^against his client, and sat down to his infi- 
nite satisfaction. 

'■ My lord," the judge, summed up in a few words : the jury 
leaned over the bench, and without going out (they never go out 
in the Old Baiioy), veturaed a verdict of guilty, almost as soon 
as I can write this sentence ; the judge immediately seatenoed 
the prisoner to ten year's transportation. The prisoner asked if 
he could be permitted to use spectacles. A voice (female) from 
the gallery, " My lord, he's blind." " Silence ! " growls an offi- 
cer. That was all the attention shown to the request. Previous 
to sentence, two policemen swear to the prisoner as one of tho 
"swell-mob" {gonteoUy dressed thieves), which did not mitigate 
the sentence. And so they go on. I suppose an ordinary case 
ia tried in ten minutes, on which a man's whole life and roputa- 
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tion is staked. The court has no more Boul than a threshing ma- 
cLiuD, and the har no more sjmpi^thy than is in their wigs. 

What a relief — a contrast; to turn from this harsh home, of 
justice, to the silent homes of the great, who are Ijuried in the 
Poet'8 Corner of Westminster. With what fear and awe are 
we inspbed, aa we pass over the graves where Camphell and 
Sheridan sleep, to see the monument of Shakspeare — so gentle. 
BO meek, so graceful, aa he stands upon it, with a scroll of his 
own verses ahout the cloud capped towers and gorgeous palaces 
of human greatness, thit tade, how unlike his own name, and 
leave not a lack behind i 

All about him aie n^mea familiar to us as those of our own 
family, Rowe, Addison, Goldsmith, (" poor Goldy ! ") Southey, 
Dryden, " rare Ben," and rarer Samuel Johnson ; but why name 
them 5 Is not this the repository of England's most precious 
duet! What a spirit speaks from the urns of these princes and 
kings of song ! How silently, through the mighty medium of 
type, does it bear on its pinion the elements of beauty, humor, 
truth and goodness, to make the world purer and holier ! How 
kindly does it bear down to future ages and to the extremest 
parts of the earth, the riches of our noble Anglo-Saxon language ! 
And even now, in the polished poetry of Longfellow, and the 
graceful prose of Irving, is verified, but not to its splendid ful- 
filment, the prophetic rapture of an old English bard, Daniels, 
as he speaks of that language which these mouldering forms 
apoke and wrote : 

** And who in Ume knows whither he may vent 
The treasui'ea of ouv tongue ? To what strange shores 
Thia gain of our best gloiy shall be sent 
T enrich unknowing nations with our stores ! 
Whftt worlds in th' yet unfovmed Occident 
May come refined with th' accents which ave oiira." 
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IT IB utterly impossible for me even to essay any further ex- 
pression about tte Exhibition, which will in the least degree 
reflect its great and littlo wonders. As I entered it again, tlie 
same bright and glittering array and the same multiform, variety 
marched before me in sections, regiments and battalions, com- 
pletely capturing my senses and depriving my pen of its ordinary 
volubility. I entered with the intention of studying closely 
certain branches, say that of agricultural implements (having an 
intelligent farmer friend, Mr. Buckingham, along}, but the short- 
ness of my stay here and the immensity of the objects to be 
studied, admonished me not to undertake so hopeless a work. 
Upon each entrance to the different departments, I have found 
some new modification of a familiar thing, some new principle of 
mechanics, and some additional beauty in Art. The most use- 
ful things that I have seen have been the most beautifully 
finished ; and in this, is confirmed a very pleasant truth. Even 
the locomotive which is marked with a ribbon around its pipe, 
and a card of the prize medal, is a piece of exquisite beauty, 
dazzling as a mirror in its steel and brass, and carved into grace 
at every point where ornament may give grace without detract- 
ing from strength. Is it not ever thus in the mental world? 
Are the sterling and strong metals of thought, any worse for 
being wrought into rich and elegant figures 1 Ask Milton, or 
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Dante, or Bacon, or Shakapeare ? The rich colorings of the 
papier maoli6, or the exquisitely wrought mosaics of the circular 
tables, lose none of their elegant proportiona, because they are 
colored But the moit refined beinty is not that of fonn or 
color Tt lies in the olyject of the thing judged anl the adapta- 
tion to attain that object The closer anl mjre facile that 
rplition the more heautiful will be the instrument A churn, 
simile and nnosteutitioai workel by a little hand ■nl eel, but 
paitali ng of thiee motions rotary horizontal and perpendicular, 
oomhmmg at onoe several forces, including atmospheric pressure, 
and making butter in five mimitea with ease, was an object of 
intrinsic beauty, to be looked at with as much pleasure as any 
of those splendid silver-wrought ornaments. 

A steam plough may be mentioned in the same category. 
Behind the locomotive are the rotary ploughs. The resistance 
of the earth they meet with, propels the machine, as the steam- 
boat is propelled by the resistance of the water to the wheel 
Of course, such an instrument would be entirely useless in the 
greatest part of Ohio, where stumps and roots are yet plenty, and 
where the land is not so light and level, as it is in the greater 
part of England. 

1 went through the agricultural implement department, 
examined what I could, and always left, — wondering at tho 
simplicity and the immense labor-saving property of the instru- 
ment studied. 

But there is nothing superior to MoCormick's reaping 
machine. I had seen it tried before in Muskingum ; knew its 
peculiarities, and was not astonished that the discerning com- 
missioners awarded McCormick the great prize medal. He 
bears his honor meekly; says that it will sell much better here 
than in America; because, 1st, it will save more labor here, 
since five men sickle in one day what one man in America would 
cradle in the same time ; and 2d, because the ground is more 
even, and better fitted for its operation. The wages here are 
less by about a half; so that that will make a difference. The 
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reaper has had a good trial and a succesaful one. Never was 
tlie G-od-given geniua of invention better used, than in furnish- 
ing for man such heautiful appliances for the farm. It helps to 
wipe away the elder curse. It dries the sweating brow of the 
harvest-man, in the moment of golden fruition, when haste, 
anxiety, care, and more than ordinary labor are called into 
requisition to save his gi'ain. If America has not been repre- 
sented in the exhibition by the flaunting silts, embroideries, 
paintings, glass and marbles which other nations so vauntingly 
display, she has much to show of the solid, substantial, and use- 
fiil. Her objects will bear study and scrutiny. It cannot be 
expected of her, that she should send over cloths of gold, like 
India and Tunis, nor coronets of diamonds, like Russia. She 
is young in the finer arts. 

"A Satyp that Bomes staring from the wooils, 
Caiinot at first speak like an orator." 

But it can speak some rough, shaggy, natural truths, whose 
virtue lies not in the husk but in the kernel, anti which, when 
examined, will show that activity of mind toward ienejicMit 
endSj which is the highest reach of all arts. 

America has had her own absolutely necessary work to do 
since she whipped her motter. She has been at home doing it, 
like a good housewife. She has not been gadding about, peeping 
into this keyhole, and stealing into that corner, in order to 
enrich her industrial designs. She has been 

— — — " etriii^ling with the oak 
In aeaveh of bread and home, has learned to rive 
Its stubborn boughs, till limbti, onee lightly strung 
Might mate in ooi-dage with lis infimt stems." 

And, as in the young Hercules the astrologers read the lines 
of after-strength, so in the lineaments of America may now be 
read those of Empire. God has written them, in great raoun- 
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taina, rivers, lakes, men and energies, all over the face of the 

It seemed to mo as if I could read them, in epitome, in the 
bust of Wehster, which since I waa last here has been added, 
with good taste, to the American department. Spirit of Phi- 
dias I would you not take it for a loftier god than your own 
Jove ? How massive the hrow, how full of wiH are the lines 
around the mouth — how commanding, all I An American, not 
a partisan, is Wehster abroad. There was some sting, but great 
truth, in the remark, that Webster was the greatest animal and 
the greatest man in America. His brain, oven in its contour of 
marble, tell both. 

By his side is a Ufolike model of Oliver Twist, from Ame- 
rica. It is much looked at. I stood by, watching alternately 
the little wo-hegone victim of a peculiar state or crust of English 
society, in his tatters and troubles, and the sympathetic old 
women who came up to Bee and remark upon little Oliver, 
" What a pity, to he sure ! I suppose he has a history, poor 
boy \" He has, old lady, and perhaps part of it has been under 
your own nose, " I wonder if he is not some rich man's son, 
strayed off or stolen by the gipsies !" and with such-like commen- 
taries upon the imago of him whose history is far more familiar 
in America than in England, they pass unreflectingly by. 

I examined with great care the Chinese rooms. They re- 
ward the care. Specimens of rare jars and paintings, together 
with moat elaborate ivory carvings, do the Chinese justice, I 
trust. They are a large nation, and should he well represented. 
Besides, they have begun to fight and heatir themselves lately; 
and who knows but that the Celestial feet may, under destiny, 
be leading silently towards the temple of the tJnion, for that 
annexation which their friends across the Pacific enjoy? Some 
of their maxims, which are biaaoned boldly in their rooms, 
bespoke for them a worldly wisdom worthy of annesation and 
Poor Kichard, For instance : 

" 1, Let every man sweep the snow from before his own 
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door, and not busy himself about tiie froat on lais neiglibor's 
tiles," Confucius ! how that hits some men I 

" 2. The ripest fruit will not fall into your mouth." Frank- 
lin ! how that meets yoti/r approval! 

" 3. Dig a well before you arc thirsty." The Spartan's bre- 
vity, and Solomon's wisdom I 

" 4. "Water does not remain on mountains, nor vengeanue in 
a great mind." A lofty thought gushing down a mountain 
mind! 

In going through the Exhibition, there attaches to many 
departments an added interest, because we have seeu the natives 
at home iu their workshops, attaining the results here so mag- 
nificently alluring. At Brussels, for instance, we saw the Flem- 
ish girls making their fingers fly, as they leaned over the pillow 
upon their laps, with the pattern pricked into black paper, tackod 
to the pillow, and the paper full of pins, around and across which 
they were passing, with rapid skill, tto numerous little linen 
spools of thread, to form the elegant figures and delicate tracery 
of the richest laces. At Gobelins we saw the tapestries slowly 
evolving from the massive ioom. At Rome, we saw the mosaics 
grow into beauty and life under the patient hand of the artist. 
At Genoa, we beheld the filigree-goldsmiths educing forms of 
light grace out of the silver. At every turn we see objects that 
we have seen in bazaars for sale, and forms and figures whose 
prime originals dwell in everlasting freshness upou the marbles 
of the Acropolis or the walls of Pompeii. 

But in seeing all here in one vast repertory, we possess the 
pleasure of comparison^ which is the greatest provooativo to 
remembrance, and the greatest hindrance to intolerance ; for 
where there is so much to be seen and studied, spurs to memory 
are needed, and intolerance has been as virulent, at times, in 
art and science, as in polities and religion. The great object of 
this eshibitioa has been to break down the contracted barriers 
of intolerance and nationality, so that industry may fraternize 
aad the people be elevated. England will receive 
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pecuniary benefit from the EsMbition, no doubt ; but this was 
not the primary intention. Her artists and artisans will glean 
mucli from those displays wberewith to enrich her future. This 
was one of tho professed objects of the Palace, but not its tigh- 
est. The iigkest object was the cultivation of international 
good-will. The people of Europe cannot lose by this. The 
despots may. Foreiga wars have been often used by tyrants to 
inflame national prejudices, so as to repress the better feelings 
of independence and liberty. The foreigners who visit England 
must go liome with new ideas of their own about civic wants 
and oppressions. And although, there is nothing in war I do 
not detest, yet when begun by a people against old, irresponsible, 
hereditary powers, the heart would desire its bloody continuance 
until every symbol, form, and o£B.cial instrument of power wero 
exterminated, root and branch. I pray Grod that such a war 
may come. It is the only way — -steel and powder — tlie only 
way of unloosing the gripe of the Aiistrian and Russian, and I 
may add of the French, upon the liberties of Europe. Poace- 
sooieties may preach and sing psalms till doomsday ; but the 
arch-scoundrel of Naples and the petty princes of Germany will 
laugh and hold on. International wars may Heaven avert, and 
turn the bayonet and cannon against the palaces, castles, and 
forts, built by robbing tyrants to intimidate, so as better to 
prey upon, their own people. 

They talk of turning the Crystal Palace into a Winter Gar- 
den. The plan is disapproved of by many, bat approved of by 
more. Its image has become ao familiar that it can be illy 
spared. It has been infinitely reproduced. Boys cry it in the 
streets: '"Ere's the Crystal Palace on a medal, or on a breast-pin, 
or on a card, Aonly a penny — 'ave one, sir?" All the print-shops 
show it, in every size and color and mode of art. It has had a 
long season, and meanwhile it has taught many a severe, many 
a delightful lesson. This one truth it teaches above all others, 
that the effluence of Deity — the subtle mind of man— has powers 
of insight and apprehension that can never cease to mould its 
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images and produce its results, Immottalitj must be the goal 
of Buoh creative power, and aliall not that immortality find repose 
at last in His presence, who delighted in the works of His own 
lianda, when he saw that thej were good, and whose Palace, from 
evorlasting to everlasting more crystalline thanlight, is eternal 
in the heavens ! 
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lintel ^rrafa nni $pxiL 

" Th6M iBan olfl tale goes, tliat Homo, tbe Hiint«r, 
BoinetimB a keeper here In 'WlDctsor tmmt. 
Doth sll tlie winter time, in still midnight 



IMTJOH prefer the railroad route up the valley of the Thames, 
past Eiahmond to Windsor, to any other ride in the environs 
of London. A whole day must be given to it at the least. Care 
leave Waterloo bridge atatiott almost hourly, and before you 
are aware of it, you are ushered, by the unpoetical steam-car, 
through Windsor Forest, where Heme the Huiitertoot his 
round, and where the fairies dancod in the jocund moonlight to 
plague Falstaff for his sins. 

The railroad station is under the shadow of the Castle ; which 
is a congregation of towers and buildings of stone somewhat an- 
cient — some of them eveu- dating back to Cffisar, but fitted up 
with every comfort for the residenoe of the Queen, who delights, 
it is said, to retire here. 

We easily obtained admission to the halls and reception 
rooms of the Castle. The portraits of the Stnai-ts, especially of 
the unfortimate Charles I,, and his family, by Vandyke, ate 
fine artistic pieces, more admirable than their power-besotted 
originals. The line of heavy Dutchmen (always excepting the 
bright and manly form of William III.), who followed tbe 
Stuarts, hung upon the walls of the splendid dining halls. Ele- 
gance, taste, and richness, beyond comparison with any thing ex- 
cept Versailles, are displayed throughout the apartments. The 
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object of all, the Qneen herself, had just left Windsor for the 
Isle of Wight, where the yatching season ia opening. 

"We rode up in the cars, with the India-rubber man to the 
Queen. He was Tisiting the riding-school to line the riding-rings 
with India-ruhber, " Why 5" do you ask ? As an Englishman, 
would say — " Don't you zee, — Hif an 'orse kiobs and mates a 
sound, he kicks again. Hif he kicks hindiarruhber, don't you 
zee, he makes no sound. Ho don't kick again. The 'orses are 
spirited and high kept. They aever kick twice at hindia-ruhber. 
Don't you zee, zur?" The transcendentalism of the abOTe, I 
would love to enlarge upon. The Quoen and her children prac- 
tise daily in the riding-rings at Windsor, and extend their drives 
through the adjacent parks. 

From the towers or from the terrace there ia one of the 
grandest views in England. Twelve counties can be seen. Eton, 
in neat G-othic, and white compared to the buildings of the me- 
troplis, the nursery of the gveatest and best of England, lies im- 
mediately helow. Slough, where G-ray is buried, and the church- 
yard in which he composed his elegy, are plainly discernible. 
There is intervening and every where filling up the view, the 
greenest, goodliest English landscapes we have yet admired. 
The Boyal relatives, including the Queen's mother, whose wealth 
has been misparingly bestowed to decorate these vales and hills, 
reside in the precincts of Windsor. 

But what immense area is that, stretching over 6,000 
a«res, measuring a cbcuit of 48 miles, interspersed with the lime, 
chestnut, beech, holly, fir, and oak 1 — None other than the Wind- 
sor Forest, upon whose domain wo intrenched when we entered 
the tower below. Look down the green lane, miles long, known 
as Queen Anne's walk, and terminated by a colossal statue of 
George III., — ^with its triple roads, and you will see a part of 
our magnificent drive to the Virginia Waters. These waters 
lie on the other side of the forest ; consequently we shall have a 
ride through the fairy-haunted greenwood. 

But before we go, let us give a few thoughts to that dim elder 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



380 WINDSOR SCENES ASS SFOBTS. 

(lay, which arose with Chaucer, and heamed upoa these leafy 
walks and gray hattlemenla. It was here that our Ilolicon'e 
first stream gushed in ita own native and rugged simplicity. 
Irving visited here in the genial month of May, when the birds 
twittered musically in the groves, and wrote his sketch of the 
Royal poet— James I. of Scotland — who was imprisoned for 
many years of his youth, by Henry IV. in the castle. While 
a prisoner, he fell in love with one of the maidens of the coui't, 
and poured forth hie plaint like a caged nightingale. Biit 
his song is but a tiny voice in that grand choral hannony of 
English bards, whose leader, Chaucer, trod these very paths, and 
attuned his lyre under these gnarled oaks. Well has Campbell 
eung of Windsor and Chaucer : — 

"Should thy bowera in ivied inin rot^ 
There's one, thine inmate once, wlioae atvaivi renowned 
Would interdict thy oame to be forgot 

He led the way 

To weleotna the long aftep-oomlng beam 

Of Spensei'a light and Shftkaponre'e perfect day 1 " 

To read the quaint old bard, somewhat grimly smiling, as it 
were, through a rusty visor, — to catch the genuine humor and 
natural poetry of his soul, as he tells his tales of Canterbury, — to 
do this, without visiting Windsor, is a rare joy ; but to re-read 
Chaucer, after having seen his haunts, — well, wait till the bright 
fire snaps in the winter evening, when we have our gown and slip- 
pers on, with the wind whistling bleakly ; methinka, then, these 
scenes of to-day will help to open the chambers of fancy, light 
the flame of imagination, and hid the Old Muse sing with heai-t- 
iest song. 

These grounds of Windsor were the favorite residences of 
the Georges— -kings of England. How much time, care and 
money has been bestowed by them in introducing Virginia Water 
into the park I It was formed when the Duke of Cumberland, 
the hero of Gulloden, resided in the large red maze of building, 
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■wherein the hounds of Prince Albert were baying deep-jnoathed 
when we passed ; and it is the largest artificial piece of water in 
the realm. The streams of the neighborhood are collected into 
a basin, whioli is adorned and margined in its winding pictu- 
resquenesa with leafy copses, and a yelyet sward. Our graesplots 
■do not give one the idea at all of that velvety, spongy smooth- 
ness which I mean, when I speak of the English lawn. A dark 
glen or ravine receives the water — after it falls in a cascade 
of some twenty feet. Around are by-paths, inviting the foot to 
wander at pleasure, through every variety of shade. The trees 
are none of them so high as our best forest trees, but they have 
the tough old venerableness that Chaucer loved, and the neat 
trim of architectural beauty. Where clusters of them occur^ 
they are arranged so as to form one top, with happy effect. Deer 
in great herds crop tho grass or sleep under the shade. But 
their timidity has been long lost. The approach of the stranger 
excites no attention — no quivering nostril, wild glance or swift 
bound into tho covert. Sis thousand deer people the park, to 
say nothing of other game — plenty as blackberries, kept for 
Prince Albert's peculiar pastime. 

It was one of the finest walks conceivable to leave the ear. 
riago and stray along Virginia Water. A man-of-war, flaunt- 
ing the flags of all nations, lay upon its tranquil bosom — a 
present to the late Queen Adelaide. Lovers were sauntering 
most lovingly, and as Yellowplush would say, ' Oh ! 'ow 'appily,' 
along the sward. Swans were swimming along the verdant mar- 
gin. A little distance from the bank we found the Grecian 
temple in ruins ; an excellent imitation of the temple of Jupiter 
at Athens. Shelley loved to meditate amidst these witching spots, 
and perhaps here drank in the spirit of that Beauty which in- 
formed his Muse. He resided in tke little village of Bishops, 
gate near by, itself surrounded by every allurement of rural 
loveliness. 

The royal Conservatory is in the midst of the forest, still 
kept in royal style, afi'ording a resting-place for the Queen firheii 
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she airs in tkese woods. Prince Albert has a farm of 500 acres 
iu the midst. It looked as neat as a model. The hay was put 
up as smoothly as if it were to remain for ever. The stock con- 
BiBted of a large variety. I should venture out of my sphere if 
I undertook to tell about farms and their appendages. Silence 
is discretion. There is a horticultural phenomenon in the for- 
est at tlie Belvidere worth naming. It consists of one grape- 
vine, off of which was gathered last year over twenty-three hun- 
dred pounds of grapes. But under cover. Oh ! bless you — if 
Apollo had not had a glass medium he could not havo hit, 
with his quiver of beams, old Bacchas so plump in tho eye, — 
not in England at any rate. 

One may ride 101 miles in this park over the most beautiful 
road, and surrounded by the most grateful prospect. Tet of the 
6000 aeres here, only 500 answers G-od's law. Five thousand 
five hundred acres will have a poor account to render in their 
day of judgment. It will not do then to say, " Poetry and 
beauty required of us our service and our shades. Royalty 
wished to press our smooth velvet sward, excluded from the 
vulgar gaze. Aristocrats delighted to drive down our green 
lanes in fine coaches with arms on them, to indulge flimsy rap- 
tures upon the scenes they eould not comprehend in their deeper 
significance. Fairies had their favorite resorts upon 

"The 'baak whereon the wiM ihjme blows, 

Where cowBlipa and the nodding violet gi'ows, 
Quito ovar-«anopied with luaeious woodbine, 
With aweet muak rosea, and with eglantine. 
Where slept Titania." 

Inquisition will be made for the English poor, and the inquiry 
will he. Why were these, His own image, famished, while a few 
— in His eye — no better, are suffered to lord it over such an 
immense area of bread-growing soil, in search of an antidote to 
ennui? I believe with Emerson, in the idea of compensation, 
and would carry it somewhat into the after-life. 
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Tie Merry Wives of Windsor, aa Shakspeai-e draws their 
characters, ■were never great fevorites of miDe, I aliould not 
put them down aa patterns of domestic sobriety, nor of delicate 
refinement. They wonlcl have been imfaitliful to the idea of the 
comedy, had they been so. They would, according to my ob- 
servation, have belied their locality, had they been otherwise. 
The day we visited Windsor happened (how fortunate!) to be 
flie anniversary revel of the Bachelors of Windsor, Of course, 
1 had a fine chance to see the merry wives. Indeed, I did not 
see a soul that was not a little cracked with the glee of the day, 
except those who had been stupefied with too much "sack," 

I looked into, it may have been, the G-arter Inn, to see where 
Sir Jack drank sack, and Dame Quickly gossiped ; but I only 
Haw a crowd of revellers dancing to a fiddle ; the young fellows 
with long clay pipes in their mouths, shiifling the sandy floor, 
with red-oheeked, fiaxen-hairod country damsels. 

The revel was established many years ago, by a rich lady, 
who bequeathed a sum of money and the ground, in the very 
midst of the town, for the sports. These eonsist of the old Eng- 
lish games, and they are conducted on the old principles. When 
we went on the ground, some such scene as the following was 
presented. About twenty thousand people were standing in and 
around the side hills, overlooking the rings, stage and booths. 
The folk in our vicinage were holding mugs of ale and stout, 
with a noisy hilarity as gross as that of the ugliest villein in the 
time of the Conqueror, Soldiers and policemen were numerously 
interspersed. 

Flaxen heads were uncovered in dishevelled riot. The " mer- 
ry wives" are by no means idle or unconcerned. They were 
moving among the crowd, enjoying the rude brutality of the 
hour. The stage was the great object of interest. Two flasen 
heads upon it were wooUing each other, and trying to trip. A 
shout announced the result in a fall. Another shout announced 
a tumble of both off the stage. Again they are at it ; the tall 
one, who is a Sovthumberland man (says our driver, who knows 
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the peculiarities of skill), gives the lesser one a jerkj wtioh fiinga 
hia ooat over his head, and while blinded, he gives him the 
Boundest fall, amid shouts of merriment. In the mean while, 
wooden horses, circular boats, and other riding establishments, 
in the shape of overshot wheels, are gyrating. Dancing, and 
Punch and Judy, with other entertainments, enliven the booths. 
Chimney 'Sweeps are climbing the three greased poles near the 
stage, in vain— the oily lubricity of the poles is too much for 
them ; and amid derisive cries, they slide down. At last one 
skilful follow attained the top, and the noise became deafening. 
Next came the game of whipping the ball out of the hole. A 
half dozen are blindfolded. They have long whips with sharp 
crackers. When the baD' came out, the signal was given by an 
officer, when the blindfolded began most severely to whip each 
other. Ha ! ha ! haw ! in hearty great guffaws, rung from side 
to side. The damsels, all crimson, left theii- partners in the 
rustic dance, and rushed out to see. The mugs were dropped 
— the stupid, beer-besotted fellows in white overshirta, open 
their eyes. " Gad I Tommy! 'ow the little one catches it! 
Don't they lay it on right soundly, man? Hoorah !" This 
brutal game of the ball is repeated. It seemed to be one of the 
most approved sports. We had been too late to seo the orioket, 
and other matches. But we saw enough to know that it waa 
rightly named the Windsor revel. 

The corporation of Windsor, to their honor, have tried every 
means in their power, which n I Ida t ng litigation, to get 
rid of this revel. They have t d t b 11 ads over the place. 
They are gradually encroaching n th p t But the Bachelors, 
who belong to a most ancient 1 t k g eat pride in these 
sports, and have resisted su fully y encroachment upon 
their prescriptive rights. B 1 th Q n gives ten pounds 
for it, and her mother a considerable sum. 

In passing out of Windsor, we drove by a magnificent equi- 
page, with liveried servants, within which was seated a maiden 
lady named Miss Harvey Bonnell, the owner of a large estate 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



WiJSDSOS SCENES AND SPORTS. 335 

in the vieinage, with an annual income o£ $150,000. She wm 
dressed in the style of Qneen Anne, consisting of a great white 
ruff, and a black hat with black ostrich plumes, which waved 
finely as she bowed to us from her carriage. The lady from 
whom she inherited the immense estate wore the same costume, 
and her devisors had the same habit. We would commend the 
stylo to the attention of our countrywomen, as we understand 
that novel modes of dress are in quest among them. The repu- 
tation of Miss Bonnell is that of a same, charitable, noble lady. 
She is a peculiarity worth notice. Her residence is beauti- 
fully situated amidst her elegant grounds, and is a peer even 
among the royal abodes. 

But we must hasten to London ; congratulating ourselves on 
having seen so much of the present and the past, and on our way 
drawing conclusions not at all unfavorable to the decency, good 
sense and humanity of the American yeomanry, compared to the 
"revellers" of Windsor. 
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" "Wbat neads my SliakBpeam jtor Ids hoaoi'd bones t 
The labor of an age in pLed atonea; 
Of UtsC hh bolloived rsllca should be bid 
Under Astany-pointing pynmid ? 

Thou our ftncy, of itself bereating, 

Doat make ns marfite with too moch conoaivbig ; 
And so Bepvilcbteri, in Buoh pomp doat lie, 



MORE than a week Lad we been at London, studying it from 
the little boats which fret the Thames ; from the top of 
the omnilnisea that meander tlirougli its winding streets ; from 
St. Paul's cupola ; from amid its gardens and parks, its palaces 
and courts of justice ; endeavoring to see eyery phase of that 
stirring life called London, and of that strangely industrious 
and perseveringly active race from which we derive our habits, 
our laws, and ourselves. Of all the people I Iiave yet seen, if I 
had to have an ancestry (which is exceedingly uncomfortable 
sometimes to some people, especially if it happens to run back 
into a shoemaker or a tailor), I would prefer our own Anglo- 
Saxon stock. It is a shaggy old oak, rough, intertwisted and 
stubborn ; but it spreads a large and gracious umbrage, and is 
destined to spread still, a larger and a better shade. The 
French are too much like their own tall, military-looking, top- 
plumed poplars, constantly bending to the lightest breeze of 
fickleness, and only affording slim lumber with the best of 
sawing. 

One thing noticeable among the English is, that they car< 
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more for tteir physical frame a than their descendants in 
Amerioa. We are worn-out, when they are fully maturecl. 
Climate has much to do with this, but habit more. An English- 
man hardly ever dies. I went down into Hampshire to look 
after the estate of an old gentleman, whose friends in America 
thought that he ought to have been dead long ago. On making 
inc[iiiry, everybody knew him, he had lived so long, and asked 
me, iH return if he wis not the great rnoketer" That is the 
seoiet Manly exerci^>e and constant care had lende/ed his old 
a^e as vigorous as a mia in our country would haidly be at 
forty five 

We bid London good bje yosteiday mommg, and are bete 
iQ Shakspeare ■! home, by thy willowy maige — Oh I Avon ' 
Running to Coventiy, famous for some of Eabtiff'^ militaiy 
operations if I remember rightly, we left tho main trunk 
of the railway and glided into Kenilworth, who&e castle 
Scott haa iived from lum by his incomparable novel , then fo 
Wirwick, wheie the old earls uf that name the " Kmg Makeis, ' 
m the cirliest eras of English hi^toij, re&ided, ind wheie an 
earl of the same title now lives. We stopped to see its este- 
iior ind taking a fly, ran over a fine road commanding an ex- 
cellent view of the lolling fields of Avon vale. The harvesting 
was almost ovei Poor Viomen were gleaning the fields, and 
farmers and then men were getting in their wheat. The Avon 
IS not muoh largei than one of our creeks. Its banks are low 
and shaded with willows, which mark its course as it winds 
thiough the green me1dow^ until it passes through Stratford. 

Onr first visit was to tho house where Shakspeare was born ; 
a rude, half-cottage, upon one of the principal streets of the 
town, easily discernible by its unique and aged appearance. It 
bears an antique sign — " The Immohtaj. Suakspeaki; was 
Bonn IN THIS HOUSE." 

A tidy old lady, who takes care of it for the Shakspearean 
Society, to whom it belongs, welcomed us ; and showed us the 
room where the immortal Bard first caught the light and breath 
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of life. It ia a little room with low ceiling, all scribbled over, 
black witli names, among which is the autograph of Sehiller. 
The name of Walter Scott is also shown, oat by himself upon 
the glass window. 

Not a descendant of the Bard remains. It was enough to 
have had such offspring as Macbeth, Lear and Othello. His 
dust reposes in a church of the town, which we reached under a 
canopy of green trees. The original boat in atones said to have 
been taken from the Bard himself, is there. There is no ques- 
tion about its being a likeness, not a fancy-piece. It was origi- 
nally colored and painted, so as to resemble Shakspeare; but 
Malone, the commentator, had it painted over white, for which 
meddlesome work he has been greatly censured, — and to have 
punished whom Chai-lea Lamb longed to have been a. contempo- 
raneous justice of the peace in Warwickshire. Underneath an 
old slab lies the body, which has never been removed ; mankind 
kindly heeding the spirit of the inscription, composed by the 



Blest be te man yt spaces thbs stonbs 
And curst be he tt moves my bones." 

His family reside in their narrow homes near him. His daughter 
Su3anu;ih, has this ijuaint inscription upon her slab : 

' ' Witty above hei' ebss, but that's not all 

Wiaa to Salvation ivab good Mistiis Hiill, 
Sometliing of Sliokspeare Wiffi in lliat, but tliia 

Wlioly of him with whom she's now in bliaso. 
Then, paMeiiger ha'st ne'er a tear, 

To weep with her that wept "with all \ 
Tliat wept, yet set herself to oheer 

Them np witi) comfoils oordiall, 

Her love Bball live, her mercy spread, 

"Wliea thon ha'st ne'ei- a fcare to shed. 
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Right touching and gentle — is it not? 

But we must leave these saored precincts, to wander forth 
into tlie green lanes where the youthful poet wandered, and 
where he developed that faculty divine, by which he swept 
the realm of song with an all-potent sceptre. Through pleasant 
ways by thatched cottages, along hill-aides and down vales, we 
reached the spot where Shakspeare's young heart thrilled and 
treinhled many a time and oft ; for near that cottage by the road- 
side, where the peas and corn now grow within the hedge, he 
was wont to see his Anne Hatheway Within lived old John 
Hatheway, whose beautiful daughter the piet espoused Imagi- 
nation eould run wild tn picturmg scenes here\liout, with 
Shakapeare for the hero , but most, it Ijvc: in tliif lural spot 
to paint him as the gentle Shaksiteare, 

Fancy B diiid 



Warbling hie native wood-notes wild." 

Nine miles from Warwick are these localities which are so 
rich in memory. Over a lovely landscape winds the large and 
shaded road — a landscape, ever fringed with green hedges and 
yellow with the abundant harvest. The people of this region I 
liked. They seemed affable and gentle, compared to the ordi- 
nary rude and rough people to be met with around London and 
Windsor. An Englishman generally acts as if he thouglit it 
extremely feminine to move out of the road or show a civility. 
Ladies are to him, apparently, objects upon which he may 
exhibit his characteristic rudeness. Of course there are excep- 
tions to this ; hut we have found them rare. In Italy or 
France we have never known in incivility But here, from the 
joiteis of public places the diivera of omnibuses, and from 
the ofticers of the n,ilToads we have leceived i nameless gruff- 
t ess which ma^ be dceounted minlmeas but which is certainly 
ill breeding and gioss impulence The policemen are conspicu- 
us pscpptioni Fiom them one miy learn every direction, with 
the utm ^f hi ^n Im ss lu 1 ^f jd i atu i In Turkey, in Greece, 
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ia Italy and Franco, and especially in Switzerland, we have 
found our guides and waiters always pervious to good Kumor, 
and exceedingly apt at joking and pleasant conversation— ever 
ready to understand and join heartily in a laugh. Not so Ln 
England. Th tfpldgtyhl d h 

good-humo d y \ thy If d p fe m W 1 

lers are TO <c H d 1 p mp P kw k 

common. Th y ly t w th mpl t 
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% €\mt at SxskA 

" The gtare aljound liiploaaaiitrles, tba dnll In repsrleea end points of wit." 

Addison, 

IT would be ungracious iu tlie estreme to suffer the fatigues 
of a voyage from America, and return without a glimpse, at 
least, of Ireland. We bayo devoted, therefore, the last ten 
days of our stay to a circuit which includes Dublm an I Belft^t, 
and extends into Scotland. 

We awote at Kingstown, Ireland, this moinmg, tht 24th of 
August. Hurriedly dressing, we rushed out of the boat, for 
the Dublin ears. It was raining. Not being peiti,f11y awike, 
I did not perceive the state of the weatlier, until some bioth of 
a boy, with a carriage, shouted, ' Sure, and is it the likes ot you 
that will let your leddies walk in the itial while luother, a 
porter, suggested to my companion : ' An it's you that's so well 
dressed, that you will not carry your own portmanteau?' I felt 
sure that I was in Ireland. 

Dublin town is remarkable for nothing, unless it be a fine 
park, wide straight streets, an elegant custom-house, brick 
houses, and a monument or so. The shoeless women and tatter- 
ed children to be seen in the streets bespeak the truth, that Ire- 
land is indeed wedded to poverty. A great many persons from 
too much aeal in Protestantism, attribute all the misery of Ire- 
land to her peculiar religion. The mischief lies deeper, — in the 
tenure of the soil. No one can travel through the Catholic conn- 
tries which we have seen, especially those in Switzerland, and con- 
clude that Catholicism, in and of itself, tends to produce pover- 
ty, or that it is not favorable, when left free and pure, uncon- 
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uected with politics, to the growth of manliness and virtue. 
A more generoiis and a Bohler people never lived than some of 
those Alpine Catholics. The same may be said of some parts 
of Germany. At Heidelberg, we fomid the pleasing anomaly 
of Catholic and Protestant simultaneously worshipping in the 
same church. The people there seem pervaded with the gentle 
tolerance of Melancthon, who was edncated at Heidelberg Uni- 
versity. What a shame it is, that the people of Ireland are not 
permitted to enjoy their own religion with the same freedom 
with which the Protestants of England enjoy theirs. 

Catholicism is as much the religion of the Irish people as 
Protestantism is that of England. For years its enjoyment, 
under such officers and in such modes as they might see fit, has 
heen guaranteed. Even the English Lord-lieutenant has ad- 
dressed the Catholic primates, by the titles which they have here 
assumed, and has sent soldiers to gnard their assemblies from 
disturbance ; when, all at once, on the pretext afforded by Car- 
dinal Wiseman's case, these titles are declared illegal, as well in 
Ireland ss in England ; and penalties enacted against those 
who wear them, as if they were in a horrible conspiracy against 
the majesty of Victoria. How magnanimous .this, most truly! 
What if the Eoman cardinals be corrupt, as no doubt they are ; 
what if English Protestant worship he hardly tolerated at 
Rome ; what if the good-hearted Pope issues his rescript ? Is 
there any danger herein to the English hierarchy? and if there 
were, shall the Irish clergy be placed under ban and penalty 
therefor, especially after so long an encouragement 'I Into what 
dilemmas and absurdities will not a nation run, that does not 
strictly adhere to the most unlimited toleration, or that connects 
its civil with its religious establishment. A gi-eat meeting of 
Irish clergymen and people, has lately been held. There is but 
one spirit breathing throughout their proceedings, — united re- 
sistance to this unexampled aggression. England could not 
render Ireland more ungovernable by any other act than that 
of the last session about the ecclesiastical titles, for it strikes 
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at her religion — tlie most sensitive part of every society. Let 
resistance, strong and steadfast, be made ; and let the American 
people, Catholic and Protestant, sympathize in a movement, 
whose object is to resist the most miserable intolerance that has 
disgraced the English statute-book since the time when Dissen- 
ters and Catholics alike, were at the mercy of Jeffries, and when 
conformity to the established church, was a principle and a 
practice, at once repugnant to reason and humanity. 

Tie Church of England can gain nothing, but must lose much, 
by its coercive measures towards the Catholics. Persecution 
will do its old work, hy creating devotees around tlie altars of 
the persecuted. 

It is Sunday in Dublin. They call it a " walking Sunday," 
because there are no festivities or glees on hand, but every one 
walks about soberly and decently ; a prelude to the uproar iousneas 
of the coming Fair week. To-morrow the grand fair begins at 
D n yl k, a little streamlet, upon whose banks the Irish 
g th n crowds, to spend and lose all they have, in gaming, 
d nl n id dancing. We took a car, an outside one, and vis- 
t d th pot, in company with Mr. Mowatt, a friend in Dublin, 
wh humor was as amusing as his attentions were kind. The 
p liar in itself, and peculiar to, as well as common in, 
D hi It is a sulky, with low wheels, and seats directly over 
th h 1 The passengers ride sideways, their feet resting 
t d th wheels on a footboard, and the driver sits aloft upon 
a seat in front, full of wit, which, like his whip, is constantly op 
the crack. Six can ride on the outside. - It is like an omnibus 
on two wheels, with all the top off, and the seats hack to back — 
very light, and a convenient observatory of men and manners in 
the streets. We arrived at Donnybrook, and found many thou- 
sands gathered in the green fields, looking at the erection of the 
booths, preparatory for the morrow. Already the houses and 
taverns about were full of revellers. Scotch whiskey, bagpipes 
and fiddling, were going, in conjunction with pattering feet upon 
Banded floors. Pipes and apples, toys and cakes, were being 
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vended by witty rogaes. But every tbmg mas decent, and in 
order. The " bating the polioe with shillelaghs," and the bloody- 
noses, do not become dramatic, uatil the fair is fairly opened. 
Then look out ! 

Passing fine houses, and through airy streets, enjoying the 
humorous repartees of our driver, we drove by Nelson's column, 
and penetrated the Park, It is an extremely large area, full of 
deer and game, and specially kept for tho recreation of the Lord- 
lieutenant. A fine monument to Wellington, not unlike that of 
Bunker Hill, is in the midst, overlooking the hills of green upon- 
the south, and tho city with its river Aiviie Liffey (named after 
a King's daughter who was drowned in it whilome), over whose 
waters are numerous handsome bridges, connecting the city. 
Nelson and Wellington ! England's proudest boast ; the hero of 
the sea, and the hero of the land. Why should they be so oon- 
spicuouslj honored by Ireland ? Why ? Because they remem- 
bered England's glory, and not Ifish ruth? The Duke has been 
indeed " iron," so far as Ireland claimed his sympathy. He has 
none of the impetuous open-he artedness which over marks the 
true son of Krin. 

To-day we have experienced very cold weather. It may be 
accounted for here in this wise. It is the 24th of August, St 
Bartholomew's day. Tho Irish have a maxim, 

"St. Bartholomew 
Brings the eold dew." 

Upon this day he puts a stone into the waters, which turns 
the river-water all cold, and the well-water all warm ; and this 
continues until St. Patrick's day, 17th of March, when that 
clever old saint turns the stone, and renders the wells cold, and 
the rivers warm. How many scientific disquisitions and me- 
teorological observations are saved by such a simple tradition ! 

There are two extensive poor-houses here, with over ten 
thousand in each ; and yet the beggars of Dublin are as thick 
as leaves at Vallambrosa. The country looks finely, the harvests 
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are heavy, and tlie large park, eight milos around, seems to smile 
derisively at the poverty of the people. Land owners live in 
England, and their agents remain here to rob both them and the 
tenants. Here is the capital defect of the social system. It 
needs an aso at the root. 

We took hut a glance of Northern Ireland, and this portion 
of the isle is almost a Paradise, compared to the southern por- 
tion, where starvation ever cowers and shivers. And yet no part 
of any land that we have seen, reveals so much destitution, rags 
aiid heggary, as the north of Ireland, Of Belfast I can but say, 
that no American city of the same size presents so much activity 
and commercial life ; while, at the same time, it is laid out with 
an elegance which betokens foresight and grace. Belfast is the 
seat of the linen manufactui-e. The fields in and around it were 
snow white with linen blanching in the sun ; while the country 
hetwcca Drogheda and Belfast waved with the flax, some of 
which was in process of pulling, But the towns between Dublin 
and Belfast, including Drogheda — what a picture of poverty did 
they present ! The women, in tatters, hung around our vehicle, 
and when it drove off, boys by the dozen ran after ns, turning 
somersets, and using every insinuation which native Irish wit 
could suggest, to obtain alms. " Will you', will you! — gentle- 
inon, throw me a ha'penny?" and with other exclamations, they 
followed until the ha'penny was thrown, when a young Irish 
m 1^ occurred in a scramble for the copper, which generally 
d m bl ly th t quired additional coppers to 

thitw Ttt fbd was thrown. A company of 

tmhdwl Id tdtwth more singleness, or less 

f ty f p p ft th b d. And yet in this depth of 

p ty th gl m f bio humor flashed from the 

1 h g 1 p f tl 1 ttl t. 1 g imps ; as it were, gleams of 
h b ht h f 1 1 rradiating a dungeon's dark- 

H w k lly th t P K CO distributed, which thus 
1 1 1 tl f tt f t Who knows what genius 
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liyes, waiting development, in these elfish urchins, ttat emit such 
spai-klea of fun, as thej ran after the trayellei for the penny? 
The atmosphere of gross earthliness encircles and taints the 
clear beams of that soul which God has created with such subtle 
ytlttpph It Idt uth, that there are hidden 

g 1 tl 1 d f g ice. This is the seminal 

pmpl f dut lytm — the germ of that hopeful 

u f m wl I tl tab 1 ty f th future, as well as the pro 
g a^ f th p jjr W uld that these young bios 

m g g ly bl fe t b nipped by " the eager air" 

fp ty]m Jib ly transplanted to a more 

Th t y 1 k f 1 dy deserted by its working 

J pi H pty fi Id 1 ok neglected, and hedges 

t m d T th 1 y harvest j but it is gather- 

1 by h d th t w k 1 wly d that lack the impulse which 
p p t h [ 1 J ym t b tow. We understood that 

th wl w g tl mg th p f wheat, and of flax, received 
but a ha penny pei day . Ti be ^uie they were found — Isut a 
cent a day for harvest hands I Somo index of the prevailing 
destitution may be found in the signs so common, " Licensed 
to sell spirits," and the crowd of idlers which such signs always 
collect. This may, in part, account for the mud-houses, where 
filth and poverty are the presiding Penates. But where are the 
gilded flies that fatten on this corruption? Where are the 
landlords who dole out their ha'pennies per diem to these images 
of God, for the use of their muscles and energies? Oh I living 
in England most sumptuously. They heed not the shriek of 
penury for bread. They affect to believe that no faces are sal- 
low, that no sunken 'eyes peer out of their tenant mud-houses. 
The curses of the destitute muttered in secret, give them a sul- 
len joy, that their lot is not like that of the ungovernable, un- 
traetable, and whiskey-drinking Irish. 

Even Belfast, so beautiful and prosperous, is not wanting 
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in illustrations of Irish destitution. They errtwd around the 
hotels, and hcsiego the lacdiags. The heart grows sad and 
heavy to see so raucli of the same wretohedness. Would to God 
that some relief could be discerned for Ireland I Kngland will 
only learn how to treat her, when she finds the green isle de- 
populated hy emigration. 
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" EesT high tiiy bleak m^csMo hills, 
Thy sheltered ybIIojs prouflly sptead, 
And, Bcoda, pour thy thoueaml rilla, 
Ana waye thy heatlB witti blossoms tecL"' 

HOW different is Scotland in its social appearance from im- 
poverislied Ireland ! "We hear the same peculiar intonationB 
of voice, called the hrogue, and this, with the peat beds, is about 
jiU that resembles Irolanfl, You may remember, however, that 
the north of Ireland was originally settled hy the Scotch. This 
will account for the similarity of brogae. 

We left Belfast at sundown, and arrived at Ayr, not very far 
from the mouth of bonnie Doon, by sunrise. Here, where Burns 
used to walk and smg, we met the first genuine Scotchmen on 
their native heaths, and heard the musical cadences of 

" That tongue wtiob. Godlike heraea apote, 
WMch Oram, tTllin, Osaian, sung; 
The tongue which spnroed the Homan yoke. 
When thraldom o'ai- the world was flung." 

But since we landed at Ayr, we have heard it in the Highlands, 
where Sandy spoke the unquestioned Gaelic drawn from an un- 
deflled well, and where soawns and oaten-meal cakes were eaten, 
and the descendants of the clans prided themselves upon their 
brave ancestry. 

Our ride to Glasgow by rail from Ayr upon a rainy morning, 
was without incident. The great commercial metropolis of Scot- 
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land, I tacl almost said of Great Britain, for it is tte third city 
of the realm, has a noble history, as well as numerous points of 
local interest. The reader of Scotch history and literature 
will need no refi-esliing, as to the scenes here enacted, when the 
Covenant mas a matter of life and death ; or when Bailie Nichol 
Jarvio here lived and gossipped. The Clyde has formed many 
associations with the minda of the gifted in its ebhing and flow- 
ing ; and none stronger than that with the poet Campbell, who 
was horn at Glasgow ; and who, after a long absence from his 
native stream and city, found the nineteenth century at work, 
with its coal and iron elements, destroying mueli of the poetry 
of the spot. He found it improved as we in America would 
say ; and lamented in verse, 

"That it no more through pastoral acenfB should glide, 
Mj Wallaee'a own atrearo, aad once romacitic Clyde." 

On going up the Clyde, we found it fall of craft. Iron steam- 
ers were plying up and down its muddy waters. Thousands 
of workmen, were repairing and building other iron steam- 
ers. The clink of hammers resounded on every side. Energy 
never lags or slackens here. No wonder, with such calls as the 
world makes for ScotcL. iron and Scotch machinery. 

Material prosperity walks abreast with charity and education 
in Glasgow, You may see this, without esamining statistics, in 
the bright benevolent faces which pass you on the pave. My 
time will not permit me to speak of the monuments, edifices and 
institutions of this city. I would love to do so, for there is a 
close similitude between tlie American and Scotch character in all 
its developments, which is worthy of a Plutarch's parallel. The 
"p^^vidiifn, ingemuTit Scotorwit" or, as the French term it, 
" Fier comme Ecossais," by which they manage to accumulate — 
to " get along " in the world, is so peculiarly Yankee, as to have 
attracted the attention of writers and travellers very frequently. 
There is no stupidity or slowness in a Scotchman's look or move- 
ment. Besides, the Scotch have the logic — the intellect of 
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Great Britain, that is, the superior mind, the commanding 
mind of the island. Edinburgh has ruled for a half oentnry 
from her throne of rocks, tlie realms of politics, taste, and phi- 
losophy, with a potency tiiat Bonaparte feared, even though it 
was exercised hy ' paper pellets of the brain.' And does she 
not deserve the epithet of modem Athens 1 Is she not the " eye '' 
of GEreat Britain? Was it not by a son of Caledonia, that tlio 
great, vital and universal principles of political economy receiv- 
ed enunciation, an enunciation which time lias not bettered— 
only confirmed 1 Is this not the home of Hume, Browne, Stuart, 
Soott, and Chalmers ? But why dwell on these elements of 

Farewell to the sooty exhalations of Glasgow — the mud 
boats of the Clyde — the monuments of Scott and Sir John 
Moore, and the Necropolis. Ho [ for the Highlands I where the 
air of romance weaves its spell of enchantment, where nature 
paints the heather and makes musical the rill, where the I.oclis 
reflect tte Bens, and the old bare-headed Bens are peopled with 
cloud shadows and clouds themselves ; where the clansmen once 
fought in the close defiles, and the misty heroes of Ossian came 
and went like the unresting shadows which lie ' in bright un- 
certainty,' upon the moving lake. 

How had I longed to see Lomond and Katrine, with their 
isles and glens, their mountains and moors ! Leaving Glasgow 
in the steamer in the afternoon, we reach Dumbarton, whose 
rock at the junction of the Leven and Clyde rises to the height 
of nearly 600 feet, measuring a mile in circumference at its 
base, terminating in two sharp points, studded with houses and 
battlements. Here, in one of tte towers of Wallace's seat 
was the prison of that warrior, after his base betrayal by Sir 
John Monteith, A goodly number of heroic adventures, among 
which is the taking of the castle at its most formidable pointy 
are connected with Dumbarton. A Captain Crawford, during 
one of those relentless wars which desolated Scotland in Queen 
Mary's time, contrived by sealing ladders to react tte summit 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



SCOTCH SCEMESY AMD G^mr/S. 4OI 

of the erags ; and was proceeding with the men to enter the 
battlements, when one of them, while climhing, was struck with 
apoplexy, prohably induced hy esoessiye terror. He could nei- 
ther go up nor down. To have slain him wonld have been cruel; 
besides, his fall would have created aiann. What was to he 
done? Invincible to the last, Crawford tied him to the ladder, 
then turned it over, and with his men gained the summit, by 
mounting tlio other side from ttat to which the apopleotie soldier 
was tied, slew tbe sentinel, and accomplished one of the most 
daring feats ever achieved, even in this wild Scottish warfare. 

The town of Dumbarton has nothing in itself worthy of 
notice. The old ruin upon the opposite side of the Clyde is tbe 
Castle of Cardross, where Eobert Bruce (whose crown we saw 
to-day in the Castle of Edinburgh) breathed his last. But if we 
should undertake to tell of all the renowned castles and battle- 
fields we have seen, during the last few days, a volume would be 
necessary to contain them. 

Let us at once take cars, and hurry up to Balloch, where the 
little steamer is awaiting 'US. The rain will hardly permit us 
five minutes at a time upon the deck. Clouds, dark and lower- 
ing, roll over the highlands, and are suoeeeded by sunshine. 
Rainbows and mountain -tops, — the purple heather of the isles 
and hills, — the baldness of old Ben Lomond, hia head silvered 
with a cloud, sunlit and beautiful, — the darkish waters of the 
lake, vexed and whitened, — together with an original, sui generis 
wildness, that only belongs ti S:.ottish scenery,— made up a 
view, our admiration foi which could not be dampened by any 
rain nor enlivened bv any sunshine 

The lake is full of green, rii,ky isles Indeed, Lomond sig 
nifles "many-ieled." As we approich our destination, Inverns 
naid, the loch grows moie narrow until it seems lost among 
mountains of mist. While going along gazing upon islet and 
shore, ever and anon turning to see the reverend form of Ben 
Lomond, we should not foiget that the fieiee clan ot the Mao 
Gregors were once hpie in thur pride ind p wer thit it wis 
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while rowing down tiiis looli, that the song for the gathering of 
the clan was sang : 

"The moon 'e on tlie late, and tJie mbt '9 on tlie brae, 
And the clan has a name thiit ia nameless by day, 
Then gather, gather, gather, Qregulioh I" 

It ia pleasant, too, to think, as we step on shore at Invems- 
naid, that Wordsworth has been hero heforo us, and that his 
Muso, ever seeking the oovert heauties and sympathies of nature, 
had rendered classic the spot and cascade by his exquisite poem 
called "The Highland G-irl," We rested all night near the 
cascade, within sight and hearing of its wild foaming and music. 
From the top of the mountain, over which we go toward Katrine, 
it rushes, with mani mteiio&itions of rook and tree, bristling 
and white, until it plunges sheei anl brolen, out of a clump of 
pines into a bfiling basin wheie it hisses and steams until it 
finds placidity in the Loch Lorn nd 1 ekw It was right grand 
to clamber up fiom crag to ciag leipi ig fiom rook to rook, and 
at last finding solid footh Id undei the flasl rag, foaming mass, 
and near thi, trembling spiijig ibjss — to ait beneath the 
'sweat of great agnnj wiung from cut thia Highland Phlege- 
thon that swiyed m the wml which roiicd madly up the glen 
and amid the brae Tiue it was not Niagaia ; nor are Lomond, 
Ben Ledi, Ben Ann a d their associate like the Alps. They 
are but an abiidf,ed editi n of them with many of the finest 
figures and loftiest sentiments omitted ; yet how much is here 
for the finest capacity to grasp and mould into mirrors " radiant 
with fair images." "Wonder not that Eingal, and those children 
of the mist, waked hy Ossian, here had their local habitation. 
Wonder not that Scott has inwovea suoh a rich and weird web 
of romance around 

All the feiiy crowds 
Of islands that together He 
As qtiiatly na spots of sky 
Among the evening clouds. 
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Well have the people of Edinburgh erected the Gothic monu- 
ment to Scott — ^rising so solidly, yet eo lightly, in such fair pro- 
portioBS, looming so loftily in tho shadow of their Acropolis I 
Well have they honored Bums too, whose heart and soul sung 
a song for Scotia's sake, and ■whoso genius has rendered more 
immortal than the Alps the mountains of Caledonia. Scott and 
Bums I — nohle duumvirate ! They have monuments-— not alone 
in Edinburgh, but every peak and castled crag form monuments 
to their undying fame ! 

Why — what is that wild Loch Katrine, with its green gem 
called Ellen's Isle— its Rob Eoy's prison ; its Ithoderick Dhu'a 
watchtower, — and its Ben Venuo j its groves vocal with the 
music of birds ; its hundred white mountain streams, its bleached 
sand silvered by the wash of the clear wave ; its wild goats climb- 
ing where no other feet, save those of the bird, can venture ; its 
clumps of wood and ample fields, and, near by, its Trossachs, so 
wildly beautiful ; what is all this without the creative genius 
which has peopled the isle, the moor, the mountain and the glen 
with the Lady of the Lake, the Douglass, the merry roaming 
King Fitz James, and the wild Roderick f 

We found a tiny steamer ready to ply toward the Trossachs, 
and there we found an open carnage and an understanding driver, 
who talked qucerly in the G-telic, as he gave us the legend which 
clung to each spot to beautify and embalm. 

A few hours' ride and we were in sight of Stirling Castle, 
Tho superior attraction of this brave old rocky seat of power, 
drowns the associations of the Highlands. Wo cannot stop to 
paint the scene where Roderick and Fitz James fought, nor 
where the latter lost his gallant gray ; for we are surmounting 
at Stirling the very seat of James Y. himself; around which the 
sports and games of the olden time were enacted. We enter the 
halls of the kings — look at each old memento, not forgetting the 
big tarpaulin-looking hat worn hy Cromwell. I am no hero- 
worshipper, but there are some peculiarities which Old Noll had 
tliaftiokle my fancy, if they do not engage my worship, such as 
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praying witli s. lot of solemn Scotchmea from six in the after- 
noon till three in tlie momijig, In order to lull suspicion, aad 
create the impression that he was quite godly. 

The view from Stirling Oastle is magnificent, only anrpasaed 
in Scotland by the view we enjoyed to-day from the Oastle of 
Edinburgh. Below are the garden spots once laid out by the 
mother of Queen Mary, and to the north is a small castle, where 
so many executions took place, and wliere the death axe aouaded 
so fi;equently. 

Not far, is the scene of one of Sir William Wallace's most 
splendid engagements, where he disputed the passage of the 
IForth by the English army under Cressingham. The High- 
lands stretch with a bold sweep upon the distant horizon. From 
Stirling towers, where often the spectator of many a bloody fray 
stood poised betwixt hope and fear, wo took our final view of 
those homes of song and story, — those Highlands, where the mist 
seems continually to hover, and the hardy heather seems ever to 
bloom. 

The railroad whirls us past many a scene renowned, prime 
among which is that famous field of Eannookbuin, where Bruce 
won tlio day against more than double his number. 

We have spent two days in Edinburgh, never ceasing to ad- 
mire its architectural elegance, both in church and n 
eaatle and monument. But most is the city to 
for its Acropolis — that feature which makes it akin to Athens. 
The view from it is inspiriting and noble, expanding the soul, and 
almost fitting it with wings " wherewith to scorn the earth." 
But wherever we go, whether to Scott's monument, to the Old 
Parliament House, to St. Giles, where Knox talked gospel, where 
Regent Stuart lies, and Napier the author of the Logarithms re- 
poses, and where the Covenant was signed, to Calton Hill, where 
monuments and a fragmentary temple mark it prominently ; 
whether to the old Tolbooth or down Canonsgate ; in old town or 
new ; whether we enter the old room where Queen Mary slept, in the 
castle, or look at the palace of Holyrood, — the talk and the cry 
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is " the Queen ! the Queen ! !" awl sure enough, at three o'clock 
all Ediiihurgh, and the adjacent country had assembled near the 
ancient Holyrood, and under the shadow and upon the green 
sides of Salisbury crags, to see Victoria and her handsome hus- 
band. We mingled with the mass, saw the royal foli (plainly 
ilressed people, and really human), and can avouch that no osten- 
tation was displayed by royalty on this occasion. The Queen 
wore a very ordinary bonnet, without ribbons, shading a reddish 
ordinary countenance ; while Prinoe Albert looked like a sensi- 
ble, good-natured, honest G-erman gentleman, as he xmdoubtedly 
is. Had we no other evidence of the latter fact, we might find it 
in the model house which lie invented and caused to be erected 
near the Ezhibition Palace, for the purpose of showing how com- 
fortably the poor might be provided for, with little expense. 

There was great excitement in the city. The Provost was 
knighted by a tap on the shoulder from the little Kegina ; 
Holyrood smoked and gleamed with life ; the people were in 
groups about it ; the railroad cars stood crowned and garlanded 
near ; for the Queea was there in that old home of power, about 
to leave ; and Loyalty stood without, ready to hurrah and throw 
up its hat [ 

From Edinburgh our coarse was over the Border ; not omit- 
ting, by the way, a visit to Melrose Abbey, the delicate beauty 
of whose ruins. Poetry has for ever enshrined ; to Dryburgh Ab- 
bey, the place of sepulture of Sir Walter Scott, and rich in an 
old Druidical umbrage and in its ivied hangings ; to Abbotsford, 
the repository of the Antiquary's curiosities, and the home of 
the Author of Waverly ; to Fountain Abbey, in North England, 
— an immense ruin in the noble park of Earl 0-rey, with all 
the relies of the monastic age still clustering about tower and 
transept, nave and prison, kitchen and cloister ; and not omitting 
either the castles, gray and black, which frowned in early days 
defiant at each other across the Border, now in the decrepitude 
of age, but, like old soldiers, still vaunting their wounds and 
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strengtli even in decay. Such visits were not made, be it ever 
remembered, without crossing thy stream, rushing, romantio 
Tweed I nor without admiring the select diversity of pastoral 
beauty, majestic hills, arching bridges, splendid palaces, and the 
wizard enchantment which dwell in thy sweet valley, Teviot- 
dalel 
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Cinssrag tljf 3Jntfer, nub tjn; (Dlir tlikiis. 



" Wilhin the quiet of tlio coavent cell, 
The well-fed Inmstcs pattered piijw, i 
And sinned, and liked Hjcir penmce >!i 



THIS liist day of summer lias met us with a most deliglitful 
sunshme in this capital of North England, the ancient eity 
of York. It oomes, too, upon the holy day, when tho air is 
hushed. A quietude of uaaeeustomed delight seems showered 
upon field and grove, minster and wall, as the sunlight glances 
upon the earth. The oool air, wtioh has so long followed us 
through Scotland, and down to this city, gently gives way before 
the warming radiance. The influonee woos one from the fire- 
aide. 

Througli manifold turnings, tte ancient walls of the city are 
gained, and easily ascended. How exhilarating is the Sabbath- 
morning walk along the gray hattlejnents ! Spring hath come 
again in seeming. Tho birds in the applo-trees below are almost 
as numerous as the fruitage, and twitter with so transporting a 
melody, that Silence herself aeemeth to listen. It is indeed a, 
' merry, merry eunsliine.' The green hedges glisten with the 
freshening morning. The lowing of the tine, ever and anon, is 
borne toward the walla from the country beyond ; while, as I 
turn, the city appears to rest solemnly and still as the gray walls 
themselves. Chimney-stacks no longer stream with smoke. 
Their week-day work is done. They join the spires ia their 
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silent gesture upwai-d. The Minster — that old York Minster, 
BO celebrated in annals, and so glorious in structure— stands out 
prominently in the glistening air, with its lofty tower of solid 
masonry, companioned by two other towers, ' witk spiry turrets 
crowned,' high above the Gottic arches and niches which grace 
the body of the immense pile. The eye glances at many an old 
and humble church, with stained windows and blackened stone, 
half hid in the green copses and red-tUed houses which, inter- 
mingling, give the city a rural aspect. The slate roofs here and 
there may be seen by the dazzling glance of the sun upon them, 
which, upon this last summer day, makes all nature shimmer in 
the grateful sheen. The chimes begin their morning hymn, in- 
undating the glittering landscape with viewless waves of sound. 

This is a scene that awakens many a memory which the 
English classics have implanted by their faithful delineations of 
English town and country. Cowper and Thomson are beneath 
my eye in their placid, bright, original features. How blessed 
is that country which can boast so glorious a landscape — so 
green, so goodly, so pleasing, ' that the harp of Orpheus is not 
more charming I' How doubly blessed is that country whose 
native genius hath painted, in undying language, the quiet 
beauty and cheerful spirit that brood over field and city, dale 
and h 11 

Th s a similaT pensive beauty clinging to the country 
th ugl t the North of England and the South of Scotland — 
an 1 wh h may be called ' the Border' — that pleases, and en- 
gend s a deep devotional spirit while it pleases. Was it not 
th s pe ul arity which led to the erection of such piles as Mel- 
rose Abbey, Dryburgh Abbey, and Fountain Abbey ? But of 
these by and by, when we take the reader over the border. 

The tramp of many feet upon the pavements indicates the 
church-going crowd. We have been too long absent from wor- 
ship not to wish for an hour's communion in the house of God. 
A stranger need not inquire the way to York Minster ; for it is 
its own great guide to its own great temple. It cannot be snr- 
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veyed witL. as much effect from any other point as from tlio 
large greon upoB the north. Builtiinga surround it upon the 
other aides, which forbid a view commeiisui'ate with its extent 
and grandeur. Its form is that of a cross ; and its appearance, 
except in a small portion, is rather new, compared with other 
minsters of BngUnd. 

We spent some time under an ivj shade, upon a seat of 
stone, busying the eye in climbing from point to point, and un- 
ravelling the Gothic complexity which binds the whole. If you 
take it apart, you may form numerous large ohurehes and chapels, 
each one a marvel ; each one having its Gothic arches and 
niches, with windows whose dull colors from the outside inade- 
quately foretell the resplendent beauties which are revealed 
within. Flowers and leaves, obdurate to frost, bedeck each 
pinnacle ; while spire after spire rise around like a petrified 
forest. Festoons of stone, richly carved, grace the different 
arches, wbile in the nietea stand the forma of prophet and 
saint. Quaint, grim, and humorous heads are protruded at 
different points. Together, the immense structure constitutes a 
maze, in which the sight may wander and in grateful variety be 

There can be no question but that the Gothic sprung from 
the green alleys and branching trunks which beautify nature. 
If we go within, and note the lofty vault, with its intertwisted 
and adorning branches and foliage, the idea of a forest of giant 
trees interlaced, cannot be repressed. But as we enter, other 
thoughts are ours. The organ swells in grand symphony, filling 
the large temple with a harmonious complexity of music, which 
well befits such a G-othic pile. Service has begun. The choir 
is full of worshippers. The chanting floats mildly " upon the 
easy bosom of the air." The bishop enters the chancel with two 
other ecclesiastics, preceded by an usher bearing a silver rod, I 
am a novice in these oeremonieB, having been reared in " Dis- 
sent," and cannot call things by. their right names. But that 
docs not prevent an appreciation of the beautiful service m 
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cLoice English, wliich issues from the lips of the venerable 
prelate, and finds reponse in the choir, from the lips of a score of 
jouthB in white dresses, whose tenov voices, under some master- 
tone, rise and fall sweetly in unison with the organ's swell and 
cadence. Near by, the unresting eye. discovers a saintly and 
martial company, wholly unmoyed bj this discourse of prj-ise. 
In atony immovableness they repose upon, and kneel over their 
own graves — these abbots and bishops in strange uucouth dress, 
and those soldiers and knights invested with mail and uniform. 
The light, colored by the stained glass, irradiates their fised 
features, fills the air with its purple hue, resis against the huge 
pillars, and tips the canopies of carved wood which overhang so 
fitly the G-othic seats. 

I noticed here, as at Westminster, that much of the old 
manner and form is preserved. The ceremony which we heard 
and saw at Rome was here translated into English, and pruned 
of many of its formulas ; hut to us it appeared cmemony still. 
The tendency at preaeat in the English church is decidedly 
toward the formal, and, consequently, from the spiritual. The 
good Archbishop of Canterbury has given notice to many of 
those who minister under his charge, that he will siimmon them 
into his court, unless they cease certain practices not " set 
down" in the Book of Common Prayer : to wit, lighting candles 
at the altar, tiirning from the congregation, chanting certain 
parts of the service, et c<etera. Well, let the prelates fix the 
forms of their chiirch as best they may. We simple- worshipping 
Puritans -can only hope that in the form they will ever enshrine, 
as they have often enshrined, the sincere spirit ; and that we 
may never he ashamed of oiir plain service and plain meeting- 
houses, wherein the Great Object of all worship is as accessi- 
ble as in Gothic minsters or Italian basilicas. Nay, have we 
not what our ancestry had, and what all mankind in common 
have, that temple which no human art can adorn, where no ei- 
olusiveness reigns, and where no intercessor intervenes between 
God and the soul except the Savior? Have we not the temple 
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of Nature ? " What a structure is it , and wliat a glorious 
adorning is put upon it, to touch the spimgs of imagLoation and 
feeling, and to esoite the principles ot devotion ! What painted 
or gilded dome is like that ari-h of blue that swells ahove us ! 
What blaze of tlusteied lamps, or even burning tapers, is like 
the lamp of day hung in tlie heavens, ot the silent and mysteri- 
ous Sights that burn tor ever in the far off depths of the evening 
sky ! And what are the splendid curtains with which the 
churches of Eome aie clothed fir festal ooeaaions, to the gor- 
geous clouds that float aiound the pavilion of morning or the 
tabernacle of the setting sun ! And what mighty pavement of 
tessellated marble can compare with the green valleys, the 
enamelled plains, the whole variegated, broad and boundless 
pavement of this world's surface, on which the mighty congrega- 
tion of the children of men are standing ! What, too, are altars 
reared by human liands, compared with the evcriasting moun- 
tains — those altars in the temple of nature ; and what incense 
ever arose from human altars like the bright and beautiful 
mountain mists that float around those eternal heights, and then 
rise above them and ate dissolved into the pure and transparent 
ether, like the fast-fading shadows of human imperfection, losing 
themselves in the splendor of hoaveu ! And what voice ever spoke 
f m h m It 1 k th f th th I f m t 1 dy 
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Because hunian, fraternal sympathies draw us thither. We 
feel that hearts onee heat to impulses kindred with our (iwn, 
■within those cloisters, where now the tenacious ivy clings ; that 
the intellects of the patient schoolmen here pondered the classic 
tomes their hands preserved, aad delved into dialeeties more 
abstruse than any we now have, and formed systems of phi- 
losophy as wonderful as they were fruitless ; and that here, 
hospitality once gathered the wayfarers around its ample hoard 
in the old abbey, where now tKc velvet grassplot grows, and the 
traveller wanders. It is these kindred sympathies which 
make Melrose, Dryburgh and Fountain Abbeys, such pleasing 
resorts for the traveller. May I not herein weave an episode of 
our pilgrimage to these ancient shrines ? 

Edinburgh was in a tremor of escitement the morning we 
left for Melrose. A crowd as great as that whioh gathered the 
evening before to greet the Queen, now hung darkling about the 
gates of Holyrood, impatient to see her Majesty enter the 
crowned and garlanded ear, which was awaiting hei' appearance 
as we leisurely moved by in our own unostentatious conveyance. 
Arthur's Seat and Salisbury Crags soon shut out the classic 
city of the North. The tall castle and ever-beauteous monu- 
ment to Scott have fixed Edinburgh in our mind as deeply as the 
Acropolis and the Theseum have fixed Athens. Around them 
arise the many-storied dwellings and black old ciinrchea which 
give a peculiar aiv of antiijuity to Old Town, and the neatly- 
pillared fabrics which adorn the vicinage of Queen-street and 
Crescent-place in New Town. 

Thirty-seven miles from these spots, in the fertile valley of 
the Tweed, where nature is so richly diversified with pastoral 
slope and majestic hill, we found the finest specimen of &othio 
architeoture ever reared to the honor of man or the service of 
God in Great Britain. Its peculiarity consists not in its size, 
nor its stone, nor its form ; bat more especially in the perfec- 
tion of its minute ornaments every where profusely carved, and 
its elegant proportious on every sides till traceable. Its form 
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waa that of the Latin cross, with a sq^uai'o tower in the centre. 
The clioir and the transept yet remain. Our guide led us into 
tliem, and up between the maaonry, 1>j narrow stairways, upon 
the walls. The west gable is in ruin. Over the richly-moulded 
Gothic portal in the south transept is a magnificent window, 
the great attraction of Melrose. It is twenty-four feet by 
sisteen, divided by four bars, which interlace at the top in 
various curves. The stone-work of the window is as perfect as 
when the colored light first beamed in upon the vocal choir. 
Nine niches are above this window, and two on each buttress, 
for images of Christ and His apostles. Various images yet 
remain in their places. Sculptured forms of plant and animal 
adorn pedestal, canopy, and buttress. The leafy tracery is yet 
to be seen, so delicate and light that straws may pierce, and just 
pierce, their minute orifices. The eastern window is particularly 
beautiful, and has been the theme of Sir Walter Scott's poetry. 
He recommends the visitor to see it when the oriel, the eorbeils, 
grotesc[ue and grim, and the pillars, like bundles of lances bound 
with garlands, are all silvered with the mild moonlight. We 
can well imagine that, under so magic an enchantment, when 
the silver light edges the imagery, giving the semblance of 
ebony and ivory to the delicately -wrought material, Melrose 
would enchain the beholder, as it were some fairy creation, and 
would justify the verse of Sir Walter. 

'"Dion wovddst have thonght some foiry'a hand 
'Twist poplora stiiught tta oaier wand 
In many a freakiali knot liad t^vincd ; 
Then framed a BpcU whea the work was done, 
And changed the wUlow wreatlis to stone." 

Many of the Douglas family, as well- as other noted persons 
in Scotch annals, including Alexander II., are buried in this 
abbey. The heart of Bruce lies beneath a broken stoue. Doug- 
las tried unsuccessfully to bear it to the Holy Land, It reposes 
in more congenial soil. Around it the grass and alders grow. 
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and plentiful tangbg tyll" Audit there repose n 
the gravejavd, genei t ft g t a f thoie wlio have 

named the name of B w tl th 11 p ide nd nea r 
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sacred walls. We w Ik d b t th ¥c the mo Is — 

a silent company. "W f It t th th t ever was aoene so 
sad, so feiir." Scott h b tl d tl mm rtality of his poetry 
upon the scene, and h n t dd 1 t st by wearing the 

" Lay of the Last Minstrel" around it. Oonld we do better, 
after seeing Melrose, than to visit the home of him, whose pen 
had imparted so much interest to the old ahhey, and indeed to 
almost every spot which we have visited in Scotland 1 

I wish that 1 could forget one thing ahoat Abbotsford, and 
only remember what we saw, and not what wo heard. Trom 
Melrose we drove through hedged lanes and turnpike gates, 
until we reached the portal of Abhotsford. We met there a 
pai-ty of Americana who had been waiting some time for entrance. 
Under their direction, and being advised that it was proper, we 
took a path leading down to the stream, and enjoyed the view 
of the houses, which, taken together, and with as much unity as 
they can muster, constitute Sir Walter's seat! They have no 
particular style or oomelineas ; but they have a fine prospect of 
water and hill, mead and wood. A grassy lawn spreads its 
green carpet hetiveen the stream and house. Additions are 
being built, which cannot adorn the house more, nor add a single 
leaf to its volume of associations. 

We returned to the portal just in time to see a queer old 
English housewife dancing along, with a crowd after her, and 
scolding with a virago's tongue. She unlooked the gate. Now 
came our tiirn : " So, so ! you're the party that have been 
wandering over the grounds, where you've no business — none at 
all !" I did not like to spoil our visit, ao kept my teeth clench- 
ed, and my tongue in prison ; and we all marched in like 
whipped and naughty children, smothering revenge enough to 
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Lave canaibalized the old Xantippe, and saiiee enough for tho 
meal. With a consequential, snappish air, and a lachrymose 
sniffle, (rare combination t) she led us into a liall, or armory, 
where, amidst the tasteful arrangement of guns, pistols and 
swords, many of them once carried by kings and Highland 
chieftains (including Rob Koy), were iiung, as primary iu 
interest, the iron keys of the Tolbooth, which the reader of the 
Heart of Mid-Lothian need not be reminded, once turned the 
lock on deluded Ef&e Deans. A glass case contained the last 
suit of clothes worn by Sir Walter. Presents from Byron, 
among which was a silver urn of rare workmanship, containing 
some human bones from Athens, were distributed around among 
the canes, hatchets and other instruments which the noyelist 
had used. We were ushered into his study ; saw the old arm- 
chair in which he received the airy servitors of his brain; his 
books and furniture, all just as they were when he died. A 
good-natured Louisianian asked if he might sit in the chair. 

' No, sir — noh ! never have heard such presumption before — 
never I' 

' Oh ! but it couldn't hurt it, and it would bo quite a pleas- 
ure to remember.' 

The old lady flushed, while she replied : ' I don't admire 
such taste as yours, sir. We hold that chair too sacred for any 
one to sit in. This way, sir. Oblige me by not delaying, yiw* 
— Miss ! If I allowed every body to ait in it, it would soon be 
dirty and ragged. Pass on, sir.' 

And so, with tantalizing haste and unwomanly pertness, she 
posted us from room to room, until all the sanctity of the place 
began to ooze out in vexation, which finally found relief in the 
humorous. Would not Sir Walter himself chuckle to see such 
a specimen showing off his mementoes 1 

The library gave us most satisfaction. The portraits of the 
family hung around. Sir Walter's picture did not impress me 
so peculiarly as the statue in Edinburgh, in the Gethio monu- 
ment. Neither has it the intellectual vigor which speaks from 
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tte marble bust by Chantrey, whict is in the libvary, A bay- 
window and recess bung with crimson damask, occupied tlie aide 
of the i-oom next to the stream. Tlie window opened to one of 
the finest views of nature that ever inspired an author. Before 
the fire-place a dog was quietly snugged in the deep wool of the 
rug, which gave a peculiarly Scott-air to the chamber. Sir 
Walter was always accompanied by his dog, and is so repre- 
sented in his portraits. His famous dog cut in atone stands 
before the otiter door, under the shadow of the stag-autlers. 

We would cot dwell too mucli upon the minute ; but such 
an arrangement as we saw at' Abbotsford is worth a study. It 
indicates a chaste and superlative refinement, and connects the 
idea of literary ease with worldly comfort so delicionsly, that 
we would fain have lingered, but for : ' The door's open, sir ; 
don't yon see ?' from Mrs. Xantippe. Taking one gJance at the 
portrait of Lockhart, another at the odd sketches, illustrating 
Sir Walter's characters, which hung on the wall, and still an- 
other, despite Mrs. Santippe, at a sketch of Queen Elizabeth 
dancing in full costume, frills, ruifs, high head-dress {all in ad- 
mirable caricature), wb hw ptfSWU 1 
unique and striking crot Itfr tbb fAtllfttl 
library to enter into tt mmwhhtm lyw 
allowed to see Napoleon p tol wh ii I w k dly w h d m ht 
spontaneously go off at M X t pp 

One of the party vtdt q mtlgltti 

family who reside at Abb tfl{j.tlm whm dh 
granddaughter — I forg t h — 1 tl ) wh 

splenetic madam put alpj h t gt ly'^yg 

' It's not very polite, sir t ask h j t wh th p pi 
are in the house. They mhtl y Iwk the;! 

the kind mentioned, Th tl t pi, h C m I 

no loitering !' 

And thus we passed by th 11 t f t 

which the antiquary h 1 ^ tl 1 A i^l t th h Id 

epokea of in Waverley ; a stride past the wntmg-desk presented 
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by George IV". ; a retina confused, and a tympanum fretted 
with tho petulance of the guide ; a, few maledictions on tlie 
shameful and disgusting manner In which so much that could 
inspiie respect for the memory of the wonderfal ' Wizard of the 
North ' is displayed ; and we are en route for a more delightful 
and a holier spot — the burial-place of tho great bard and aoTel- 
iat at Dryburgh Abbey. 

Bttrick and Yarrow, made known far and wide as the 
English tongue travels, by the songs of Hogg and tho sonnets 
of Wordsworth, lie contiguous with their wild hills, and ai'e 
plainly seen from Abbotsford. Before we reach Dryburgh, the 
Tweed, which is here a trout stream, swift and clear, must be 
crossed. As we rowed over, we observed an odd anchor in the 
midst of the stream, staying by its human grip a skiff, in which 
a nobleman who owned the fishery was standing, swishing his 
pole and letting out his gossamer line after the most approved 
custom of Izaak Walton, and totally unconscious of the shiver- 
ing servant, nearly up to his arms in the cold water, who moved 
the boat at the pleasure of his lord. But did not that servant 
watch anxiously for glorious nibbles ov sundown ? 

The abbey at Dryburgh is hid in a wood, and is approached 
through an orchard. It is very ancient, having been founded 
during the reign of David I., by the Lord of Lauderdale. The 
spot was once a worship-grove of the Druids. Lying near the 
border, it has been subject to the harshest vicissitudes of border 
war. Its mina are very extensive. It has one charm which 
no other ruin possesses : a large star-window perfectly pre- 
served, high up in a wall which is entirely clad in ivy, and 
leaving only this gem of stone and sky, like a sapphire brooch, 
clasping the glistening drapery of green investing the ruin, all 
too beautiful for the corrosion of Time. 

On the twenty-sixth of September, 1832, a solemn proces- 
sion moved over this eminently beautiful spot, and under these 
verdurous arches, bearing the remains of the greatest of the 
name which appears so frequently upon tho grave-stones of the 
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abbey. Mourning no oommon ioas, they heavily carry the bier 
dowu the grassy aisle of St. Mary j and soon, with holy rite 
and sad hearts, the body of Walter Scott. is committed to the 
earth to mingle with the common mould, surrounded by his 
ancestry and the ancient proprietors of the abbey. But Mar- 
mion, Waverley, Ivanhoe and Old Mortality were not interred 
in Bryburgh upon that day. They form a part of the deathless 
spirit and creative mind of him who abed at once so much lustre 
upon his country's legends and history, and so much benignity 
upon mankind. We gathered a twig of ivy near his tomb, and 
added one more link to the chain of kindred thoughts, which 
already contains the resting-places of Shelley, Keats, Virgil, and 
the kings and princes of song who rule from tbo ums of West- 
minster Abbey. 

The ruins of Dryburgh are fast decaying. But the granite 
slab which covers the remains of Sir Walter looks fresh and 
new. On either side are his wife and only son, and the tombs 
of all three are inclosed in an iron railing. They are ivy-clad, 
and deeply embowered in a shade which is worthy of its Druid- 
ical dedication in the olden time, 

Dryburgh was the refuge of Edward II., after his unsuccess- 
ful invasion of Scotland. The vault once haunted by the 
familiar spirit known as Fatlips, that attended the female wan- 
derer who onee sought refuge here, is stiil shown. She had 
made a vow that she never would see the light of day until her 
lover returned. She only left her vault, by night to procure the 
means of subsistence. A statue of Wallace occupies a prominent 
spot in the wood above the abbey. As we cross the stream 
again, the fine monument on the battle-field of Penuelheugh 
appears, which, like the triple-topped mountain cleft by the 
wizard Michael Scott, follows us far toward Kelso. Oar ride 
down sweet Teviotdale during the setting of the sun {and a lus- 
trous setting it was, gorgeous in cloud-gold !) was by many 
ancient seats of power and pleasure, and over many spots rich 
in legendary lore and historic interest. The meagre remnant 



HD.ted.yGOOg[e 



ANV THE OLD ABBEYS. ^19 

of Roxburgh oastle, upon a commanding hill near the road, 
overlooked the romajitic river. A holiy tree near, still marks 
the spot where James II. was killed, while besieging the eaatle. 
The Duke of Roxburgh resides in the splendid palace of Fleurs, 
a, stately specimen of the Tudor style, which rises from a sloping 
lawn that runs up from the opposite bant of the stream, not far 
from where the Teviot miogles with the Tweed. 

Castles and abbeys become common before we reach Ber- 
wick, and even after we lea¥e it for Newcastle, upon the ' coaly 
Tyne.' Between Newcastle and Thitsk, amid the country of 
coal-pits, an apparition strange, yet beautiful, appeared upon a 
distaut hill. It was a Grecian temple, not far from Aycliffe. 
How finely its rounded columns and proportiouate eutablatui'e 
rested against the sky I An extended ride still kept its classic 
elegance in view ; and it will be a long, long time before the 
vision of that temple will fade from our memory of northern 
England, That temple in the smoky landscape beoame a re- 
minder of the olasaic lands. It was like — ^what was it like? A 
jewel in an Ethiop's ear ; an hexameter from Virgil in the dry 
black-letter of an old law tome. 

We haye unavoidably omitted much of the descriptive be- 
longing to the valley of the Tweed, which cultivated hills and 
di7npIod lawns, great bridges and time-gnarled forests, combine 
to diversify and grace. The railroad hurries ns to Kipon, 
through a country where monuments to England's material 
greatness arise in the form of tall chimneys, and locomotives 
dash, with a white scarf floating behind, almost at every point 
of the compass. We frequently counted six or eight playing 
over the land at once. What will not iron and coal do for 
a little island? Our object in coming to Ripon was to see 
the most extensive abbey-ruin in Great Britain. It is upon 
the property of Earl Grey, and acoessible to strangers. It ia 
like those I have described, but with a difference. It ia ap- 
proached through an extensive park, in which profuse art haa 
adorned nature, by changing her trees into vaulted aisles, her 
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Bibles which were ehowa to us in Eome, and the snowy vellum 
missnis in the British Museum, illustrated with gold, blue, and 
carmine, with their shining black letters, — each one able to bear 
a microscopic scrutiny, — speak of a quietude and seriousness 
which must have reigned in these walls where so much study 
and care were given. The forms of the Venerable Bede, of 
Friar Bacon, Theodore of Canterbury, and others who loved to 
reproduce and pore over the select and precious gems of the 
monkish library, rise with solemn air, and read us lessons of 
patience and perseverance which our age, with its acijuisitiveness 
and hurry cannot teach. 

Why is it that all religions have had a system of asceti 
eism 1 Is it consistent with the ordination of God, that His 
ministers should be set apart from the world, which they ought 
to teaoh? Yet, Mahometanism had, and has even yet, its 
Soofies and Dervishes, from the Mediterranean to the Ganges ; 
the Jews had their Essenes, who lived in the desert and held 
their property in common, and their Therapeuts, who sought 
happiness in solitary contemplation of the Divine essence ; the 
religions of the East, Boodhism and Braminism, have had their 
monastic orders, their Yooges and Eakirs ; the Pythagoreans in 
Greece, imitating the sects o£ Egypt, from which they learned 
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■their mysteries, dwelt apart from the hauctH of men ; and Catho- 
licism has had its monastieism, under various names and forms, 
Anchorets, Cenobitea, Benedictines, Carthusians, Cistercians, 
Mendicants ; aad these had their subdivisions. It must be con- 
fessed that much good has emanated from those recluses. Giant 
minds have been nursed in the solitary cell. Civilization in ita 
intellectual and industrious phases, received advancement from 
these holy orders ; and even jet, if there be a spot where the 
light cannot be tept burning in the fitful gusts of human pas- 
sion and ignorance, these sequestered homes of thought and 
piety might be of service. But in this century, when light has 
gone forth among the nations, uo one can praise a fugitive and 
cloistered virtue, that shuns the dust and heat of active life. 

Other parts of Fountain Abbey hear evidence of other em- 
ployments besides the intellectual and devotional. The great 
ohimnejs and fireplaces, yet showing marks of the eulinajy calo- 
ric, arc to be seen ; while near by, upon a portal stone, are carved 
the arms of the abbey, which are three horseshoes — emblems of 
good luck, and talismauio to keep the witches away. The nave 
and transept were very extensive, and finely pFeaer\'ed- But 
every where the hand of sacrilegious decay is at work, despoil- 
ing window and niche of figure and strength ; while time has 
sown his grass-seed gently over the tessellated floor, which now 
yields to the traveller's tread, as he passes through this great 
home of the monkish multitude, and in faucy re-peoples it with 
singing choir and praying priests, all ruled by the haronial abbot 
and his men-at-arms. 

By Knaresborough, and the Dropping Well, we seek this 
capital of Yorkshire, and have spent our Sabbath in enjoying 
its repose and pencilling our journejings. We are ready once 
more to gather our robes about us, and trudge on to other 
scenes. But the three abbeys, and Abhotsford, must ever be 
our landmarks by which to tell the high tide of our pleasure 
and our progress through the Borders, 

What is the infiuence ■which remains, now that our eyes have 
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feasted upon ruin and landscape, and our miads liave i 
the associations with which they are fraught? Now that the 
pleasure-loving and om'ioua propensity has been gratified, what 
permanent good has been ingrafted upon the immortal soul, 
by thus moving amid the beauties of nature and of art, under 
the twilight of antiquity ? Are these objects but the chance 
soribblings and frolioksome creations of the dead past, meaning- 
less and indifferent in this present time? Is there no lesson of 
beauty to be learned from a perception and a study of these 
Gothic piles, m the witchery of their ruins? Comes there bo 
admonition to patience and devotion, as we leeall from their 
graves the form of monk and friar, and thmL. how, day after 
day, and night after night, they fought within the cloister the 
logomachies of Aristotle, under the command of Scotus or 
Aquinas ? Oh, yes ! Here, in these homes of the studious 
and learned, there burned altars to truth and goodness, although 
their fires were dim and sepulchral. When all else was ignor- 
ance profound, with vestal vigilance the light was kept bright, 
until it burst into the full radiance of a better civilization. When 
baronial insolence ruled its serfs with iron sway, and ran riot in 
the worst passions of our sinful nature, there was found in these 
abbeys a refuge, where peace and good-will hedged the innocent 
round about with protection, and where the religion of Jesus 
kindled its hope of celestial beatitude, high and aloof from the 
troubles and turmoils of the world. 
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THIS northern pai-t of England, around Tork, is c 
with railroads so completely, that it is impossible to look 
out upon the landscape without seeing the swift-mshing car. 
From Newbarg to Sheffield, at all angles, — obtuse, acute, and 
right, — these vehicles are every moment darting, freighted with 
coal and oolce, iroa and humanity. The country after night 
seems alive with fires from furnaces and coke-ovens ; while by 
day, deep, dai'k holes, ' into which the mild sunbeam hath not 
power to pierce,' and into which only the lightning could dart 
illumination, open on every side like entiaaces to Hades, out of 
which' machinery is shelling coal by the ton. And yet here, as 
in every arable part of Great Britain that we have seen. Agri- 
culture seems to gather as rich a harvest, and to take- as nice a 
heed in the cultivation of the soil, as in other less manufacturing 
districts. Tbe harvest-time was just at its middle point. Two 
months later than in Ohio, they gather their wheat. It is mostly 
done by Irish, who come up from Liverpool, and even across 
the Channel, thus to reap their little harvest of shillings. We 
saw them at York, these laborers, packed by twenties and fifties, 
into unventilated oars (used for cattle on ordinary occasions), 
all somewhat intoxicated, all armed with scythe and sickle, but 
BO closely packed, that in the biggest hullabaloo imaginable, they 
could hardly use their 'gougers,' much less their instruments of 
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husbandry. Oue poor fellow was, by some fatality, placed iu 
our car. He had kia bundle, his sickle, and the never-failing 
resource of an Ij-ishman, hiB pipe. He told me that he received 
from eight to ten shillings an acre, and " that it took him four 
days to cut an acre, and right heavy oropa they were too." When 
assured that an American swung a cradle to the tune of five 
acres a day, he took a long whiff, and opened Lis eyes, while his 
mouth, too, opened to exclaim, in consternation, " that he would 
like to see one of them — (is it ereedlea ye call thim ?) at work." 
He thought that if a company of Americans should come over 
here, with their " creedles," that they would make a good har- 
vest of shillings, at ten per acre. In very deed, it would pay 
almost as well as working in a Sacramento digging. Ten dollars 
a day and found; what do oui' farmers think of that? They 
would not, however, wonder at it, if they could go into an Eng- 
lish harvest-field, and observe the women and men lazily gather- 
ing the straws and cutting them by handfuUs ! Why, an ox 
with any thing like a tongue could clip a field about as soon as 
one of these sickles. No wonder McCormick's reaper created 
such delightful surprise among farmers here, where even the 
cradle was unknown. No wonder that he has made an arrange- 
ment, by which $25,000 for the first year is guarantied to him 
for the privilege of selling five hundred of his reapers, with a 
proportionate increase on aa increased number sold. No won- 
der the London Times claimed the Reaper as an equivalent to 
Protection. 

But one thing must be said in commendation of the English 
farming. There is a completeness and cleanliness in the way a 
field is attended to, whether pasture, woodland or wheat field, that 
leaves nothing to be done. Ruth would have found scanty 
gleanings in the wake of an English husbandman. So with re- 
gard to the hay-stack and the straw-stack. They are all laid 
up with the precision of architecture, and nicely thatched. Not 
a straw is oat of place. The wheat is stacked upon frames some 
feet above the ground, so as to preserve the gi'ain from mice 
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Nothing is wasted. The manure is cared fov as sedulously as if 
it were wheat. Yet with all this nicety and completeness of 
cultivation, Ohio flour can he seen, (I can tell its hrand as the 
face of an old friend), at aay hour, unloading at Liyerpoo!, swing- 
ing upward to its high-storied wareroom. or heing waggoned 
through the streets for the dep6t, there to he distributed among 
these very districts where the fields are heavy with a better 
than placer gold. 

An English /(trwiej- generally rents of the landed proprietor. 
The latter is called a gentleman in England, the farmer is not. 
Q-entility is here dependent on the relation of the person to the 
Earth, whether it be as freeholder, or leaseholder. These proprie- 
tors number only thirty thousand in all England. The rent 
paid is from five to ten dollars per acre, accordiog to the quality 
of the soil. In addition, there is the tithe and poor-rate. The 
farmer is not allowed to cultivate in wheat each year, more than, 
a third or. a quarter of the land rented ; because the soil must 
be kept up ; and to this ead, there must be a rotatiou of crops. 
The first crop taken after the ground is manured, consista of some 
root, as the beet or turnip ; and is called the hoed crop. After 
this, comes barley, oats, and beans ; and then the wheat. Al- 
most every thing raised is fed to stock (of which a farm is rarely 
without), except the wheat and barley. In the case of a gi'aa- 
ing farm, this rotation would not apply. When a part of it is 
sown in grass, it is suffered to remain in pasture for three years, 
more or less, which supersedes artificial manuring. Our farmers 
cannot realize, without an inspection of English farming, the 
immense outlay of expenditure, and the capital required to carry 
on a farm here. The manures are the largest item. They are 
mostly manufactured near London. Bone dust is a principal 
article. It is nothing unusual to put upon one acre twenty-five 
dollars worth of manure. The amount of capital actually re- 
quired to carry on a farm cannot fall short of fifty dollars an 
acre, by which I mean the expense of stock, implements, n 
and labor reqiiired to keep the land in good cultivable c 
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dition. A farmer with one thouBand acres, must bo wortli fifty 
thousand dollars, in order to cany on his farm as it is here car- 
ried on. 

Whatever may he the expense attending agriculture in Eng- 
land compared to America, there is one regard in which Eng- 
land niaj claim the palm of excellence. It is in the tasteful and 
even elegant mode in which the fields, parka, and gardens are 
arranged and displayed, God never intended that man should 
for ever sweat oyer the furrow aad in the harvest field, to obtain 
his daily bread. By creating the beauty of flowers which ena- 
mel the meads, the trees which waver in the wind and give 
charm to the landscape, the waters which plash in fountains and 
circle in eddies, the varieties of hill and dale, roeky eminences 
and green lawns ; by bending over all this regalia of Nature, 
His Empyrean of azure, does He not teach, that there is au in- 
ner spirit which is not gratified, and cannot be satisfied merely 
with utilities; but whioh looks out inquirbgly through the 
senses, for the objects of admiration and love ? Life would be 
an uneasy and desperate thraldom, unless Beauty enfranchised 
its activities, and led it along its own ' primrose path of dalli- 

How little do we in America, especially in Ohio, think of 
these sentiments practically ! How rarely do we find around our 
log-cabins and country residences any thing to attract, except 
its genial hospitality I Yet how much does prodigal nature lay 
at the feet of onr people, which, with little pruning and care, 
would displace the few flag-stones, the wood-pile, the mud-pud- 
dle and cow-resort before the threshold, and array our residences 
in fragrant vines, surround them with trees and flowers native to 
our woods, and make home sweeter and dearer by these minis- 
trations to Beauty 1 Would the young man just out of his teens 
be looking after a quarter section in Illinois and Iowa, if the 
roof-tree of home thus blossomed ? In England it is otherwise. 
Time bath here left legacy after legacy of garniture to each cot 
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tage and hall. Har people prize the boon, and transmit to pos- 
terity the landscape, with new features of loveliness. 

The highest refinement of rural beauty in England, and even, 
it was said, in the world, was to be found at Chatswovth, tho 
prime country-seat, among seven others, belonging to the Duke 
of DeYoushire. To have left England without having seen 
Chatsworth, would have argued na insensible to the voice of uu- 
lor, which located the modern Paradise over the 
3 beyond Sheffield, whither upon yesterday we were bound. 
It was our last sight in the Old World, and anticipation made 
it the culminating point of our voyaging. The reputation of 
the Duke's manager, who is none other than Paston, the de- 
signer of the Crystal Palace, added a zest to anticipation : while 
the leisure of a complete day was dedicated to its fruition. 

Sheffield has little to attract. Its smoky factories almost 
darkened our hopefulness as we drove down its streets. But in 
the beautiful environs we found compensation for the coaly 
effluence. Chatsworth was 17 miles from Sheffield, and the 
lusury of an open carriage enabled as to enjoy the intervening 
scenes. We drove by the residence of the cutlers, among which 
was that of Rogers, the King Cutler, whose steel is as famous 
as that of Damascus. In the valley were distributed different 
manufactories for cutlery, which, before fit for the market, un- 
dergoes various processes in different establishments, from the 
smelting of the metal up to its grinding, tempering, and pol- 
ishing. 

As we approached Chatsworth, the view became enchanting. 
The moors appeared in tho hany distance covered and colored 
with the purple heather, or ling, as it is called In England, 
which gives the aspect of a blooming garden, to these wastes. 
We had not expected to see such extensive wastes near the 
great marts of Sheffield and Manchester, in a county more 
densely populated than any other part of the island. But so it 
was. Why? The Duke of Eutland owned the range for hunt- 
ing. The Duke of Devonshire yonder heath for the same. 
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surface. These leaves seemed like green tables, supported, for 
all that I could see, by water- njraplis, A large lily was in 
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flower ; wliile another, gtostly pale, was bursting its verdant 
cerements. I always loved the lily ; so pure, so stainless, so 
emblematic of innocence. It is a quaint myth, whicli aoeoimts 
for its origin. Jupiter, in order to make Hercules immortal, 
clapped him to the breast of Juno, when she was asleep. The 
young embodiment of Strength drew so hard that, too great 
a gush of milk coming down, some slipped upon the sky, 
which made the Galaxy, or Milky Way, and out of some which 
fell upon the earth, rose the lily. A queenly origin hath the 
proTid white flower ! The Uegia of Ohatsworth does no discredit 
to its celestial lineage. A curious flower, called the stanopia, 
which grows out below instead of above the root, was in full 
bloom. Tall futia in red, great cup and pitcher flowers ; indeed, 
every style of vegetable beauty, in hnes which the sea-shell can 
never rival, warmed into life in the heated air. 

Without, the arrangement was simple in its elegance. Each 
class of flowers had its own plot. The kith and kin all lived 
neighborly, and smiled happily as they bent to each otter or 
looked up into the sky. The walls were wai-med with subterra- 
nean flues, and clad with peach and apricot, flatly trimmed against 
them. The pine-apples were growing under glass, finer than I 
ever saw them at home. The grapes, purple and white, larger 
than — no matter j it is too toothsomely luscious to talk about, 
as it was too tempting to the latcenously inclined fingers. 
What Elia says of roast pig {oh ! reader, forgive the savory illu- 
sion in this unnatural connection), may I not say of those clus- 
ters, that they produced a premonitory moistening — or overflow- 
ing of the uether lip, and the idea of tasting them created a de- 
light — if not sinful, yet so like to sinning, that a tender-con- 
seienced person would do well to pause. We paused. 

We walk out again to hear the bees hum from flower to 
flower, and see them at work in their straw hivos. Large beds 
of vegetables of the largest development are ranged near. This 
smacked of the kitchen ; all else might well become seraglios 
and palaces. 
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As we move through the great gate, we are conducted Into 
the palace, whici is a superb structure, topped ■with figures aacl 
urns, and rich in base-reliefs and oarvinge. We pass through 
halls of paintings by masters, through apartments where were 
the coronation chairs of England's royalty, through rooms where 
the presents of the Emperor Nicholas to the Bute were arranged, 
and through others, where the greatest collection of sketchings 
in the world is exhibited, From the windows, in each of which 
there ia but one pane, we have prospects of the hills and woods ; 
of the Derwent water, in which hundreds of Durhams are wading 
or ruminating ; of the Park, where sheep and deer together nip 
the herbage ; of sheets of water, glancing under the sun, re- 
minding us of the water-TJews down the leafy avenues of Ver- 
sailles, and of fountain -jets, playing out of manifold forms of 
Triton and God. Not anotber fabric is to be seen on the pre- 
mises — not one. Nothing, upon the whole sixteen hundred acres, 
appears to mar the complete diversity of rural loveliness. There 
is no point which has not contributed its portion to the manifest 
unity of Beauty, which embraces so much variety in its magic 

The hall of statuary has not a fragment nor a blotch. Every 
piece is a gem. The pure Parian glistens in tasteful array and 
graceful form. A door opens, and a conservatory, with elegant 
and oostly vases, filled with oranges and flowers, is presented ; 
out of which, as from an enchanter's realm, we walk upon paths 
of pulverized spar, shining like diamonds, and surrounded by 
lawns spongy to the foot and as neatly trimmed as tapestry. 
Here another gaido meets us, and leading ws bj pillars vine-clad, 
by temples copied from classic models, and by statuary, guard- 
ing the old trees under whose shade they stand, gives us a 
vantage ground from which to see the glory of Chatsworth. 
See ! — -Far up in a woody mountain, from natural springs, whose 
supply is exiaustless, there leaps the live water-falls ; so high 
and distant, you may not hear their music. These gather to a 
head and fall over a temple's dome, from which they leap, but 
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to rebound into fountains, where they we beapread in veils of 
fleecy whiteness, and hasten down a succession of steps, some 
three hundred yards long and fifteen feet wide. As we reclined 
on the soft turf, at the foot of these steps, the guide let on a full 
volume of water, which leaped, gushed and sprung, danced, Bang 
and glittered, until at our feet it disappeared nnder ground, to 
emerge, perhaps at lower points in other capacities. How much 
has motion to do witK the loveliness of a landscape ! 

Passing under copses of sliaggy-truoked trees, which we did 
very leisvirely, we are invited to enter cool, rocky retreats, arti- 
ficially arranged, and not without their fern and heather. Here 
the genius of Faxton is seen, ia those huge masses of rock which 
apparently hloek up our path, but yield to a gentle push as they 
swing upon their pivots. Booking stones of immense weight are 
around, mohile to a child's strength. Among the roots of pine 
trees and out of rooky fissures, little rills played, and laughed 
as they ran around stones and through moss, as if at the theatri- 
cal imposition which the artificial waa acting for our admiration. 
Birds hopped and chirruped as unconsciously aa if Nature and 
not Paston had given them their howers But the cunning 
carollers,— we did not see any of them alight oa a certain tree, 
which deceived my perception, if it could not their lUhtinct. A 
New Haven gentleman — a wag, by the wiy — wished me just to 
examine its bark ; it was so very odd I wai going up for that 
purpose, when I observed the tree bleeding i\ater-drops ; and 
before I could look again, to he sui'e it was no phantasy, every 
point and pore of twig and branch spuited its jet, and the turf 
nnder my feet became suddenly alive with subtle fountains I Of 
course, I retired. Of course, I was food foi meiriment. Of 
course, invidious remarks, comparing my verdancy with the 
curious vegetable production, were made. Of course, I had to 
join the roar of laughter, ' New Haven' had procured the guide 
to say the ' Open Sesame' to a rock, behind which he touched a 
spring, whose magic proved my discomfiture and his fun. 

It was by this rocky path that we went to see the Crystal 
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Palace, — not the one at London, but its progenitor, tlie original, 
built by Paxton, and from wliich be designed the great Esbibi- 
tion Palace. This looked crystalline; it bad no painted ool 
limna, by scores and hundreds, and no drapery ; but a eoncavo 
without these, of clearest glass, so arranged as scarcely to show 
the sash, and all strong. Terraces, hedges, and flowers snrround 
it ; while, in the lake near, a fountain plays two hundred and 
eighty feet high ! We entered, and saw the same beautiful 
arrangement which distinguishes tho transept of the Great 
Palace ; large palms and blooming creepers, flowers of every 
clime, dressed in their gala colors, and rooks streaming with 
tendrils ! Some idea of its extent may be had, when it is con- 
sidered that there are in the building seven miles of six-inch 
heated piping. 

Is it strange that such magnificence exists where there arc 
one hundred and twenty-seven gardeners alone engaged? Or, 
with such an imniense revenue as belongs to the dute, and with 
such a manager as Paston? Before leaving the domain, you 
may survey it from a tower, so erected as to comprehend all its 
beauty. There is no amolce to obscure the view. It is all carried 
off to a great distance, by underground fines. The very coal 
used by so many hot-houses, is conveyed by a subterranean rail- 
way. The farming arrangements and the village without the 
domain, are a complement to what I have faintly pictured. 
The village ia the model of England, All the cottages were 
either Gothic or Swiss — of stone, exact and elegant, with grass 
and flower-plots. Surrounding church and school-house were 
linden-trees, trimmed neatly and inwoven as one, meeting and 
arching. Could there be scandal, or gossip, or backbiting, or 
aught but harmony in such a paragon of a town ? Sir Thomas 
Moore, in the picture he has drawn of the towns of Utopia, so 
precise and perfect, might have given grace to the drawing,,had 
a Chats worth been eontemporaneons with his time. 

The owner of all this paradise is a bachelor. Hold ! Not 
so fest, ladies ! A confirmed bachelor, a bachelor bound hand 
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and foot ! Some difficulty as to the title of tho duke was started ; 
which waa hushed by au arrangement between the contending 
families. Tho duke agreed to live and die unmarried ; ao that 
Lord Mortington, tho elaimaut, should he his heir. The duke 
is old and infirm. He b liberal in the use which he makes of his 
wealth. His fruitage and Tenison load the tables of his friends ; 
and he lias freely opened to the public those grounds and this 
palace, where, in its consummate perfection, tho luxury of the 
East and the arte of Italy vie witi the tasteful elegance of France 
and the natural beauties of Switzerland and Scotland ; and where 
all combine to render Chatsworth one of the most attractive spots 
for the traveller in Great Britain, if not in Europe. 

Such spots are needed, to show man from what a beautiful 
estate he has fallen. If immense fortunes mu t b nt 1 d 1 t 
them thus be transformed into the poetry and mu f natu 
that they may allay or divert the passions and p turbat n f 
our sinful state. Sir William Temple says, th t hum n lif 
at -the best and greatest but like a froward ch Id th t mu t 1 
played with and humored a little to keep it p t 1 11 t fall 
asleep, and then the care is over. Then why not please it with 
such charms as Chatsworth displays, until it reposes on the 
bosom of its mother earth ? It was our last — may not I say — 
greatest pleasure, in this land of our ancestors. It will not be 
forgotten, until we roposo in that sleep that knows no waking. 
Will it then ? Not if a thing of beauty be a joy forever. 

From Sheffield, through Manchester, a huge, compact, black 
and busy city — we have returned to Liverpool, where all the 
day we have been reading letters from home — thinking of home, 
and what is better, packing for home, whither we will be soon 
going. 
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IT was with unwonted alacrity that we packed our luggage, and 
called our last cab on transatlantic Bhores. By noon of tlie 
3d of September, wo wore down upon the Mersey's brink, await- 
ing the return of the tender, which was to boar us to the vessel's 
side, Nearly two hundred Americana were with us upon that 
tender, and they now float with us as I write. We did not feel 
much reluctance in leaving England. With our faces turned 
westward, where could our hearts be, but westward — ^in our own 
blessed home ! The perils of the great sea are forgotten ; or 
what is worse, its disagreeableness is joyfully encountered ; for 
through all, wo see smiling the faces of those who wait to wel- 
como our return, Liverpool is not noted ; its superb custom- 
house and miles of docks receive no encomium. When the heart 
bounds so warmly, the eye is blind to external things. Tho 
Mersey's green banks scarcely are thought of; for there comes 
the greeting of friend with friend. Old companions in voyaging 
shake hands, laugh, and talk over scenes that they have viewed 
since separation, and of their gladueas in anticipating their re- 
turn to America. A few there were who were leaving dear friends 
in England. Tho wave of the handkerchief iroia steamer and 
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shore, the hand-kissing, the tear-dropping, the stifled sobbing ; 
did tiiey not bring to mind our own parting, wbeu the Asia cleft 
the waves of New- York harbor? 

The mails were aboard, the guns fired, the cheers giYen and 
answered ; and tlie noble " Pacific" bore away with as hopeful a 
cargo of humanity as ever trod a steamer's deck, — hopeful in 
that sense which antedates the joy of the future with large and 
generous impulses. 

Our first two days out were pleasant in the extreme. I be- 
gan to think myself quite a sailor. True, the channel was not 
rough ; but then there were two days gone, and not a sign of 
mine ancient enemy. Not even his advanced guard was visible. 
I began to tread the deck proudly — -looked people in the face, 
as if I were an old salt — perfectly accustomed to nautical ex- 
periences. Conipiacency sat serenely on my front like ' Halcyon 
on the wave.' Besides, was not the Pacific a larger boat, with 
less rocking and rolling than the Asia ? Bravely I marched 
down to dinner ; called the waiter with a confidence which solid 
earth might have inspired ; had no misgivings but that travelling 
had indurated the system ; in fine, conducted myself as if I were 
already a triumphant champion over the insidious foe. The 
sequel is plain. Pride fell with the Son of the Morning ; why 
not with fallible humanity ? I felt, rather than saw my enemy 
approach. He came upon a tall wave, with a white ensign, and 
a sparkling lance. His first blow was aimed at the very point 
of the system, where the Ancients seated courage. If the citadel 
itself was beseiged, where were the outposts ^ Not without a 
struggle did I yield. With Sy: Jack, I may now say, ' that had 
I known he was so cunning o'fonce, I would have seen him. d — d, 
ere I had fought him.' I marched the dock with determination, 
pursed up my lip, perked up my eyebrows, and assumed that 
serio-eareless air whioh seemed to say : ' 'tis a little disturbance 
of the animal economy — soon be right— good ship — rather like 
the sea — it's so bracing — aliem I' But it would not do. I walked 
stoutly, did not look at any other object than the wheel-house, 
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made imaginaiy speeches to eTanesoent juries, tried every at- 
«traction and oven mj best expedient, viz., hummed ' Scot's nha 
\i% md whistled thit an inown in Buckeyedom, as the ' big 
mitster tunc to who've inspiring music tbo corn-stalk militia of 
the Mnmi Seioti and Muaimgum valleys were wont to march 
IS disorganized and timeless array, in the good old days when 
training was the duty of Ohio's citizenry. All would not do. 
K. larj,o biUow gave the vessel a Imcli and a twist, I changed 
my tune strucL, my cilors and with more preeipitation than 
giace, retired below In the piteous strain of an old bai'd, let 
me ask, 

" "Was ever mortal wight in Btieli a woeful eKee ?" 

Ask me not to renew tlio infandum, dolorem of the six sub- 
B qu nt days, during which without intermission we have had 
t mp tuo weather. How the winds raved, the boat snapped 
an! ak d, the waters roared and the rains came ; these are a 
pa t f tl malignant triumphings of my enemy, which I would 
fa f g t Yesterday the fog enveloj. d u b t th un n 
sh th ugh, the Newfoundland bank w n h 

Im an 1 t was said by a few tough Id f 11 w w h torn 
aeh or sympathy, who had been on deck f gh d y w 

had stopped on the banks to wood, wh h j ly T 

peared on deck over 150 strange passen 

Ours is a stanch steamer. She has braved the continuous 
storms nobly. True we have lost about a day on account of the 
weather ; but on our worst day we ran two hundred and thirty 
miles and iu a good sea wo can run three hundred and thirty. 
I w 11 n t und tak to compare hn with the Cunard steamers ; 
comj n a olousjbut br degant siloons, comfortable 
bortl an x 11 nt table and speed, the Picifie has no superior, 
if any p I ^h has made the foui best tups ever made over 
the U n X pt the one great great tnp ot the Baltic, which 
Capt, Nye will not suffer loBg to eclipse bis fame. 
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American superiority In yatciiug, whatever may be said of 
steamiag, was fully illustrated last month at Cowes, by the sauoy 
little America, who ran away with all the prizes, while she upset 
the English idea of naval superiority in a manner which was 
only eijualled, let me in justice say, by the manly courtesy and 
civility of the English gentlemen who afforded her so fair an 
opportunity of beating all their aristocratic craft. "We were 
constantly congratulated in England, on the America's success. 
It did much to relieve the barren aspect of our part of the 
Great Exhibition ; for at one swoop, it threw down all the mo- 
dels of naval architecture which adorned the west end of the 
British department. 

The line of coast, which begins to grow plainer, indicates 
that we are in sight of our own continent. It does not strike 
us as our own country. Bare, bleak and uninhabited, it pre- 
sents its cheerless, rocky edge of slanting sti'ata, to the pitiless 
peltings of the sea. Shoals of black fish darken the water, and 
the spouting of whales in the horizon present more attractions 
than this inhospitable shore of Newfoundland. 

Bnt that shore tells me that we shall soon be home, and 
leads me to review, before I conclude these sketches. I confess 
that there has been a pleasure imparted, if not to others at least 
to myself, in recording this pilgrimage and ffwrrente calamo^ gos- 
siping about its incidents. There is now to my mind new 
meaning in Wordsworth's verse : 

" Mntk that Imva notMng to confer, 
Find little to pei'ceive." 

It is a truth, though a paradox in mental philosophy, that by 
sharing your spiritual spoil, you add to it ; for you instil the 
prorapture which moves to acciuisition. These fugitive pages 
have been a constant prompture, a pleasant spur to observation. 
There was opportunity for conference with friends and kindred 
minds, and I looked with closer perception for the best subjects 
of communion. 
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In this delightful employment, over flvo montts have been 
passed. What a season of ineffable enjoyment has it been ! 
What a life— a novel life taa been compressed into tteso months ! 
What sacrifices could adequately measure the rioli ingathering 
of their experience. A business temporarily left ; the results 
of three years of professional labor expended in a summer ; not 
1 f my w g t'fi t' b t f r that of a companion, who 
■wUlflgi tth g ationa of homelessness en- 
t A \ t mb t t 1 t 1 n coach and ear, oontention 
wthtglgif, 1 hi ness upon the sea and the 

h d ft Ithdf t from worship at home and 
at h h th b f f d nd relations whose life ia 

b 1 p w th w 11 th the sacrifices we bave made, 

n t th 1 t m g wh h th t instant call for cash, which 
ttbfjPt fehlml Idh li low for, could hardly supply. 
What have we m return ? Memories, eternal as out nature. Of 
what ? Euins which are histories ; temples whicb are chroni- 
cles ; seas and shores where Crusader and Corsair, Christian 
and Infidel, fought and gloried ; the silence of deserted and ex- 
humed cities, and of desolate solitudes in the mountain passes 
and heights ; the magnificence of Art in her present phases, 
and as she appears in the vestiges of Antiquity j the recondite 
springs of the world's activity, developing forms of every use 
and variety, enshrined in the Palace of Industry ; the splendid 
seats of Power, the fields of blood and valor ; and the beautiful 
and unadorned scenes of nature ; all instinct with, their past pa- 
geantry, or with the busy energies of our own day. Upon the 
hot pavements of the Southern city, in the narrow streets of the 
Eastern, through the shady promenades of the gay capitals of 
Europe, over the mountain and moor, the lake and river, we 
have sought out the evidences of buried civilisation, and wit- 
nessed the results of the living. We have stood by the tombs 
of the great and the gifted, whose names were a terror or an 
honor to their kind ; have witnessed the ceremonies and devo- 
tions of difierent religions in their splendid structures, and have 
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lingered around localities which the warm hreath of enthusiasm, 
like that of spring, hath hid to hlossom with the flower and per- 
fume of Poetry, Who says that the earth is cold and pulseless ? 
Let him take the pilgrim staff, and trace upon its surface its 
letters, legible with the stories of human Passion and Love. 
Within its rocky bosom there throbs the heart of Humanity 
and every pulsation plays its part ia that economy of Providence, 
which is the key to all reyolutions, and to all philosophy, which 
reconciles every contradiction in morals and physics, and is the 
fulfilment of every prophecy. 

What new significance will we find in the poetry, the romance, 
the philosophy and history of the world ! What rivets for recol- 
lection have been forged by these jonraejings ! What lessons 
have we conned of the relations of man to man in society ! How 
flimsy and meaningless seem the distinctions of wealth, which 
some draw even in America, when we reflect upon the riches 
that we have seen adorning nature by art, calling every luxury 
upon the sumptuous board, and every decoration around the 
tomb of the departed ' How much more do we love to contem- 
plate man, as man, undisguised by the frippery of rank, and 
ennobled by his native dignity ! As, in passing, we have realized 
the existence of place after place, and object after object, of 
which we had read, and which slept in the twilight of uncertain- 
ty, a deeper confidence in human veracity has been inspired, and 
a firmer faith in the Invisible and Eternal established ! 

And yet travelling has its drawbacks in social cultivation. 
Where so much want and beggary Is seen, and which not even 
Fortunatus, with his purse, could relieve, the heart is apt to 
grow callous to misery. Oh I it is not in the broad gairlsh sunshine 
of the world that the gentler affections flourish best, but in the 
security and seclusion of home. The sweetest and tenderest 
flowers are the offspring of the shade. Under the domestic roo^ 
the primal duties are best observed. From the window of home 
they are seen " to shine aloft like stars." 

Some people estimate the attraction of an object by the dis- 
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tauce from which it may draw the beholder (a truth in science, 
if not in travelling), without regard to its intrinsic merit. So 
do not I. In this age of eteam locomotion, in which even so 
nnsophiBticated a traveller as the writer has travelled over four- 
teen thousand miles in five montha, the fashion is becoming stale 
of Judging beauty by its latitude, or sublimity by its longitude. 
As well judge of the sublimity of Niagara by its furloags from 
Columbns, or the glory of Waterloo by its acres. We have 
endeavored to detect the natural and artificial beauty, or recall 
the classic allusion and historic association of the locality, and 
thus present it for your eye. We were the more inclined to 
observe this rule, from some excellent strioturea of an Edinburgh 
Reviewer, which we perused last spring. Ho said, that the 
tourist just returned from Switzerland, looked down with a su- 
perior air on the visitor of the Rhine ; that he who had reached 
Rome was subdued into silence before him who had scaled Ve- 
suvius; while the few who had actually seen the East, were 
marked men, and excited a kind of envy among the holiday herd 
of wanderers whom their presence reduced to insignificance. He 
says well, that there is no real distinction in having measured 
thousands of miles, pent up with mobs of fellow creatures in 
steamers and inns ; for the smartest yonng Oxonian scarcely 
ventures, in mixed society, to open his budget of stories about 
the new hotel at Constantinople, or the old guide to Jerusalem, 
when the odds are, that some one of the company is fresh from 
California, or the trans-Himalayan regions. The importance 
attached to long journeys merely is thus dying away. 

If I should ever open my little budget too vauntingly, let 
some friend remind me of an acq^uaintance I made going into 
Smyrna. He was a Greek, and the only model of the age of 
Pericles I had seen — a very Aloibiades in the elegance of his 
person, and the accomplisliment of his manners. Ho was a black- 
eyed, black-haired gentleman, with a face hirsute, yet beaming 
with intelligence. He had been educated in some Italian Uni 
veraity, and wag a thorough scholar, especially in the classic 
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Gireei. He liad left Lis pareats fourteen years before, for his 
travels, and waa just returning. He spoke FreneE lilte a Paris- 
ian, German very well, Russian well, Knglisli tolerably, and also 
the Turkiab and his vernacular Greek. He was not illy versed 
in the language of the Arab, and some others of the Asiatic 
tribes. 

No wonder that lie was such an enoyelopedian linguist. He 
bad travelled from Asia, through Italy, France, Germany, Eng- 
land, and into Russia, where, having engaged in Caucasian and 
Siberian expeditions, he was led into Asia again. He had tra- 
versed the most inaccessible parts of Caucasia and Georgia, bad 
roved among the Tartars, and exchanged hyperboles with the 
Persian. The most inhospitable races in the world, as well as 
the moat difficult places to enter, may be found in the mountains 
of Asia ; yet these races he had lived with, and these difficulties 
surmounted. He had not travelled without an object. With a 
p i: t d t n f \ n rh n h h d t U w I th t m t 1 I lar 
ah t t w th th t a th u »d 1 h 1 fa d the 

a u t g n p bj p g 111 ft bj ct. 

Hhdg wthJ atCll— apl j j en 

y t ( 1th gh C 1 1 D ph n m b d tt M an 

w f n w d f 1 tha th X nojh n J n's 

ad tu } ■% h f th A g t fl f Id With 

plmngnw dl tf p dtat ad 

w bhdtlt hlhhmwh bpp d aia- 
ing, m order to reduce his experience to writiag, and publish it 
in French at Paris, But I doubt if such a nomad remain long 
in Smyrna. His eye was already wandering over the ruins of 
Central America and Peru, which he wished to aee, in order to 
verify some favorite hypotheses in relation to the Asiatic and 
American races. I gave him a list of American books which 
treat upon the subject. These will but fan the sparks into a 
blaze ; in which he wHl go off, perhaps in search of the Hespcr- 
ides, or Isles of the Blest, beyond the setting sua, of which his 
favorite Grecian poets so rapturously sing. 
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